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The host—Have any trouble? 
The guest—Not a bit; we came all the way through from New York on one set of Kelly-Springfield Tires. 
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Food Conservation 


R. JUSTWED—This soup 
M What did 


seems very thin. 


you use for stock? 


His Bride—Why, you see, Mr. 
Hoover advises us to use the water 
food has been boiled in, so I used the 


broth from the boiled eggs. 
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The Difference 
Ly’ ISE Guy—When a single wo- 


man believes in practicing 


economy she husbands her means. 

The really wise—And when a mar- 
ried woman believes that economy 
should be practiced she means her 


husband. 









“Between Tuoem Botu Tuey Lickep THE PLATTER CLEAN” 


He Also Fancied So 
YVAN ANTLER (to departing but- 
ler)—Well, James, I fancy you’ll 
have a hard time getting another 
place. 

Butler—I fawncy so, sir. After 
being with you a matter of six 
months, sir, it will take me some 
time, sir, to get back to form. 





How They Managed 
Pp LLis—our Sunday dinner 
costs us a dollar for five of us. 
That’s economy, isn’t it? 
Gillis—I’ve got you beaten. Ours 
costs 35 cents for seven of us. 
Willis—How do you manage it? 
Gillis—We take the trolley out to 
my mother-in-law’s. 
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ance and antecedents of her clients—had planned and furnished the boudoiresque room on a 
carte-blanche order. The result revealed something of grace in forms and warmth in color. 
Rose, the happy occupant, was dressing. Stella, a familiar, had come in to congratulate—for had they 
not been gompanions in the theatre?—while really she envied. Rose rattled on with the old-time 
freedom of companionship. As she donned her ten-thousand-dollar rope of pearls the string broke 
and the costly pearls parted company. 
“Gee!” she exclaimed, “there goes me beads!” 


A PROFESSIONAL deviser of interior elegance—a woman who always considered the appear- 
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A Catch Somewhere 


The Story of an Old Sea-Dog Whose Bark Was Worse than His Bite 


By NatTHan EISENLORD 


Illustrations by ALBERT HENCKE 


APTAIN JOE awoke suddenly. Smoke was pouring 
in through his open window. 

“*Somebody’s house is on fire,” he said as his 
feet touched the floor. ‘‘By Pharaoh’s daughter, 
it’s mine! They robbed me of my steamboat and 

now they’ve set fire to my house.” 

By this time he had reached the window and looked out. 
Flames were bursting from the small kitchen below. In a mo- 
ment they would reach the main part of the house. Hastily 
gathering such articles of clothing as were in reach, Captain 
Joe rushed downstairs and out of the front door. The neighbor- 
hood had been aroused and people were coming from all direc- 
tions. 

“Tough luck, Captain,” said one, as the flames broke 
through the roof of the main building. 

“Tough luck!” repeated Captain Joe. ‘“‘There ain’t any 
luck about it. It’s the same fellers that stole my boat. Didn’t 
get everything I had, so they’re burning my house over my 
head. If there was any law in this country, I’d put ’em where 
they wouldn’t steal steamboats or burn houses.” 

“But you have insurance, haven’t you, Captain?” asked a 
neighbor. 

“Insurance? Sure it was insured; but what good will that do 
me? Them insurance fellers never’ll pay me anything. They’re 
all in cahoots.”” And the Captain angrily regarded the engines 
which were making a futile attempt to get the fire under control. 

“What company is it in?” persisted the 
neighbor. 

““This Maine company that’s all the time 
bragging about its honesty. But they'll never 
pay me a cent. Like as not sue me for damages. 
Might as well deed the lot over to them right 
now. They’ll probably git it afore they’re done.” 

The building was small and dry as tinder. 
By the time the firemen had astream playing on 
it, the roof fel] in, sending up a shower of sparks. 

“Oh, well, it’s gone. Reckon I might as 
well be looking around for something to eit.”’ 





And the Captain turned and walked down the street. 
The building was completely destroyed. Nothing remained 
but the small kitchen stove with one length of pipe standing; 
and here, a short time later, King, the secretary of the insurance 
company, found the Captain frying a few pieces of sausage. 

“Cleaned you out completely, eh?” said the official, as he 
surveyed the scene. 

“Vep. All gone,” grumbled the Captain. “And now I sup- 
pose you’ve come after the lot. ’Spect you'll do as them fellers 
did that run into my boat. Said it was my fault, and between 
them and my lawyer I lost my steamboat.” 

“On the contrary, Captain, we'll make good your loss in 
cash, or build you a new house better than the one you have 
lost.” And the official smiled as he watched the Captain’s 
countenance. 

“IT don’t want airy cash. Somebody’ll sure steal it.” 

‘Not if you put the money in a bank, Captain.” 

‘“*Put my money in a bank? Not me. Bankers are the big- 
gest robbers out o’ jail. The bank would bust the next day 
after I put it in.” 

“Very well; then let us build you a new house. You see, 
we aim to treat all our patrons fairly—even liberally. It means 
much to us in securing new business,”’ said King. 

“So you’re going to use me to advertise your company; is 
that it?”’ 

“Not exactly, Captain. It’s just good business.” 

“Then when the house is finished you'll 
want a lien on it, I suppose?” 

“No liens or strings of any kind; we just 
turn the building over to you when completed, 
free and clear,”’ was the answer. 

The Captain scratched his head doubtfully. 
“T don’t know what to say. ’Pears to me 
there’s a catch somewhere. Here comes my 
iephew, Bob,” as a young man approached 
them. ‘‘ We'll see what he says. ” 

“Well, Uncle, this looks pretty bad,” said 
Bob, looking around. 
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“Have a bit of sassage?” 


“Bad! It’s a dum sight worse than that,” said the Captain, 
as he turned the sausage which was cooking on the lid of the stove. 

“‘ Any insurance, Uncle?” 

“Yes—a thousand dollars. This here feller is the man that 
did it. Offers to pay cash or build me a new house. I’ve al- 
ready refused the cash and I don’t know about the house. ’Spect 
there’s a catch somewheres.”’ 

“Oh, no, Uncle, the company will treat you all right, I am 
sure. It couldn’t afford to do anything else.” 

“Well, it’s as much your funeral as mine,”’ said the Captain 
grimly. ‘“‘You’ll get it when I’m gone, an’ I reckon that day 
ain’t fur off. But say, Mr. Insurance Man, what about my 
boots I had in the attic?”’ 

“Your insurance covers only the house, not its contents,” 
answered King. 

“There you go!” exclaimed the Captain triumphantly. 
“Kicking already. I knew there was a catch somewhere.” 

“How many pair of boots were there?” asked King. 

“Twenty-two pair, and pretty good boots they was, too.” 

“How much do you consider they were worth?” 

“Well, they had all been worn some. Reckon they weren’t 
as good as new. I’d be satisfied with a dollar a pair.” 

“Very well, Captain, we’ll just add twenty-two dollars to 
your loss. Any thing else?” 

“Yes, they is something else. Them ingine fellers squirted 
water all over that back fence that I’d whitewashed only a few 
days ago. You ought to ‘low me a dollar to kiver that,” and the 
Captain bit into a sausage. 

‘* All right, we’ll add a dollar more to cover the damage done 
to your fence. Anything else, Captain?” 

“Nothin’ I kin think of just now.” But, turning to his 
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asked Captain Joe. “It’s mighty good.” 


nephew, the Captain whispered, ‘‘There’s a catch somewheres, 
I know it. Who’s going to build the house?”’ he demanded 
suddenly, turning to King. 

“Any contractor that you care to name; we have no 
preference.” 

“How about Seaton, around the corner?” 

“All right. Seaton is a good man. If you will make a plan 
of the house as it was and suggest any changes you desire, I’ll 
arrange the matter with him,” and King moved off with a sigh of 
relief. 

“Have a bit of zassage?”’ asked Captain Joe of Bob, holding 
up a piece on his fork. “It’s mighty good.” 

Bob declined the tempting offer. 


The insurance company-pushed the work and it was not long 
before the new house was completed. To all of Captain Joe’s 
suggestions and requirements due attention was given. King 
was determined that the Captain should have no cause for com- 
plaint. When everything was done, the two made a complete 
inspection of the new premises. 

“Now, Captain,” said the insurance man, “you'll have to 
admit that we’ve done everything possible to please you. I 
hope you are satisfied.” 

Captain Joe looked up at the house. Slowly his lips tight- 
ened and he shook his head. “I knew there’d be a catch some- 
where,” he grumbled bitterly. 

“What? Why, you’ve acknowledged that it’s a fine house, 
better all the way through than the old one. Tell me, what’s 
wrong,” said King, “and if not too late, we’ll remedly it.” 

“Wal,” Captain Joe answered slowly, “it ain’t such a bad 
house in some ways—but it don’t look like home.” 
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People You Have Known 
By H. W. Dee 


\ ' JE hesitate to speak of Percy Nice, for he is such a dear, 

harmless friend to everybody. And then he is so sleek and 

plump, and his hands and feet are such dainty things. 

He is always so well groomed that we are sometimes almost ex- 

asperated, and he smiles so sweetly that we find ourselves 
hunting for ladylikeShaughty words to say. 

Just what Percy does for a livelihood, nobody knows. He 
must do something, for he keeps himself and the buxom. red-haired 
wife in good flesh and more than a fashionable amount of clothing. 
But we never see him doing anything but slipping around and 
gathering up small talk. As we grow to know him intimately we 
discover that he is the champion he-gossip of the town. In justice 
to his unsullied character, though, it must be said that he carries 
no nasty scandal. Only the trivial sweet-meats of the suspicious 
mind pass his coral lips. 

If it could be arranged without too much talk, Percy Nice 
ought to be made a member of a ladies’-aid society. He would 
be a perfect dear as manager of an Easter bazaar, or a rummage 
sale. How cherubically he would beam at the candy booth, or 
the stork booth! We are sure that he has a future before him if he 
could only get himself translated into his natural habitat. 

If it were not for Percy, we should have to spend all of our time 
thinking about things worth while. That is one excuse for letting 
him live. 
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Wirey—lI’ve been trying all 
day to get some heat out of 
our Janitor. 

Hussy—Did you try calling 
him an Orangeman? 
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A Prize Winner 


Described and Pictured 
By E. W. Kempe 


HAMPION CHEESE HOUND, 
Limburger de Phew, winner of seven- 
teen blue ribbons and twenty he- 

cups. This dog has a wonderful scent and 
can be located, day or night, at a distance of 
one mile with the naked nose. He is a 
splendid hunting dog; the owner never has 
to hunt for him; a few loud sniffs at short 
intervals brings him to you. His coming 
down the wind is noiseless and rapid. He 
clings to you until you change your clothes. 
He is the sire of four famous prize winners, 
Brie, Roquefort, Gueyere, and Swiss de 
Phew. He is also a great rabbit dog, Welsh 
“Rabbits” being his specialty. With the 
aid of a piece of dry toast he will run down 
several well-seasoned bucks in an hour’s 
time. He is an out-door dog, never being 
permitted in the house until the occupants 
have taken to the woods. Gentle and mel- 
low in his clinging affections, he ripens with 
age. In warm weather he is inclined to get 
soft and run during the day, but at night 
he cools off and spreads himself over any 
convenient surface. He seldom strays from 
home, preferring to remain within easy 
smell of the front porch. His present 
owner paid ten dollars cash for him, but will 
sell him for thirty scents, as he contemplates 
renting a small city apartment. Gumless 
stamps taken in exchange just as you chews. 


Sidestepping Hoover 
Brown (meeting Robinson at the club)— 
How does it happen that you are dining at 
the club three nights a week right along now? 
Robinson—Merely a coincidence, that’s 
all. Those are the nights we have Food 
Conservation dinners at home. 
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Sixes and Sevens 
P SHE Republicans in Congress will continue to ber of the Railroad Wage Commission will tackle some 


support the Wilson administration, but—oh, toughclaims—but nothing like those he put forth for 
pshaw! You may have supported your daughter’s California. 
“ 
* George Creel, Chairman of the Committee on Public 
If General Winfield Scott Hancock had not been’ Information, says that “much of the war matter that is 
that “the tariff is a local issue,” printed in the press today could be thrown into the 
waste basket 
with profit.” In 
the case of 
George’s war 
stuff all the more 
patriotic waste 
baskets waive 
the profit. 


+ 


husband. 


worried into declaring 
Harry Augustus 
Garfield never 
would have got 
the chance to 
hay S been and 
gone and done it. 
Yet they say the 
heckling of presi- 
dential candi 


dates is a non 








We suppose 
Mr. Garfield 
knows best, but 
lightless nights 
conduce to mat- 
rimony, and mat- 
rimony puts itup 


essential indus 
a 
William R. 
Willcox,formerh 
Chairman of the 
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National Com- Mrs. Garny—Does your ex-husband ever get behind in his alimony yourse it with the 
mittee, asa mem- Mrs. Gottrety—No indeed! I’ve threatened to go back to him instantly if he did. Draft Board. 





XUM 





My Funniest Bit: dy Julian 


HE most humorous 
things I have written 
depend not so much up- 
on “lines” as upon situations. 
Even the brief passage 
which I give below (from my 
book “Abroad at Home’’) de- 
pends, more or less, for its 
humor, on the picture, pre- 
viously built up, of two men— 
Wallace Morgan, the illustra- 
tor and I—setting out to travel 
over the United States, and 
trying to make an alphabetical 
list of the things of which they 
have been warned. The list 
begins with, Aches, Actresses, 
Adenoids, Alcoholism, Amnesia, 
Arson, etc. As we were going to 
Minnesota in the winter, we 
listed under ““F” the word 
Freezing—with special regard 
to ears and noses. 
In a discussion of our feel- 
ings as to these menaces the 
following passage occurs: 


1 


The first thing we looked forward to with real dread was 


the cold in Minnesota. 


We dreaded it more than arson, 


because if someone sets fire to your ear or your nose you 


Keep Smiling: 4y Walt Mason 


“Uncle Walt’s” 


EEP smiling when the dentist cries, “ Nine teeth 


extract!” 
the welkin’s 


I must 
cries, until 


It will not help to utter 
cracked. 


It will not 


help to tear your hair, it will not help to whine, or rend 
your robe and beard and swear, or shed nine kinds of 


brine. 
my face enwreath, and I exclaim, “Go 
to it, doc, and grub out seven teeth.” 
I look on dental work as bliss, and 
always worth the cost. (You'll have 
to take my word for this—my wit- 
nesses are lost.) 

Keep smiling when the taxes rise, 
and multiply and swell; it does not 
help to roll your eyes, and mutter, 
“This is Hoboken!” You groaned of 
taxes in the past, when they were 
light to tote; but now the burden on 
you cast will surely get your goat, 
unless you bear it with a grin, and 
feel, as good sports should, you’re 
helping Uncle Sam to win, and whip 
the foe for good. Oh, reader, I can 
scarcely wait until it’s time to pay 
the taxes due the town and state, and 
government, I say! And when my 
time has come to dig, folks say, ““How 
good he feels!”” Into the air I throw 
my wig, and crack my ancient heels. 
“This is a joy I would not miss,” I 


When to the dentist’s shop I walk, glad smiles 
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Street 


know it immediately, but cold 
is sneaky. It seems, from 
what they say, that you can 
go along the street, feeling 
perfectly well, and with no 
idea that anything is going 
wrong with you until some 
experienced resident of the 
place touches you upon the 
arm and says: “Excuse me, 
sir, but you have dropped 
something.” Then you look 
around, and there is your ear, 
lying on the sidewalk. 

But that is not the worst of 
it. Before you can thank the 
stranger, or pick up your ear 
and dust it off, some one may 
come along and step on it. 
They don’t do it purposely. 
They are simply careless about 
where they walk. But whether 
it happens by accident or de- 
sign, whether your ear is spoiled 
by it or not, whether or not 
you be wearing your ear at the 
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time of the occurrence—in any case there is something 
annoying, something absolutely offensive, to the average 
man, in the idea of a total stranger’s walking on his ear. 


Exclusive Weekly Message to Judge 


murmur, as I pay. (I had the blue prints proving this, 
but lost them yesterday.) 

Keep smiling when officials stern come round to your 
abode, and say you can’t have coal to burn—no, not 


another load! 


We need our coal to overwhelm the foe, 


and swat him hard; but you may have three pounds of 


~FLouRi- 





elm, if you’ve a fuel card. Then 
you will smile if you are wise, and joy- 
ous handsprings turn, and think about 
the Prussian guys, who have no elm 
to burn. Each day they closer draw 
the lines, on what we drink and eat; 
but he’s a cheap skate who repines, 
because of lack of meat. I am no 
cheap, disloyal oaf, I’m no fourflusher 
vile; and while I have my sawdust 
loaf, I still shall wear my smile. If 
self-denial is the stunt that helps to 
win the war, just watch me, reader, 
as I hunt the boiled excelsior! The 
stern official’s rod I| kiss, and bless 
his drastic trade. (I had a photo show- 
ing this, but somehow it’s mislaid.) 

A darkening sky above us bends, 
and it will grow more dark; before 
this war is done, my . friends, we'll 
have to toe the mark. We'll have to 
suffer and endure, as each performs 
his stunt; but every trouble has a 
cure, and that’s a smiling front. 
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Private Begg’s Obsession 


J. A. Watpron 


Illustration by LAWRENCE FELLOWS 


RIVATE SILAS BEGG was the wonder of 
his fellow tommies on the western front where 
the British and French lines joined. He 
was a great favorite, too, for back in London 
he had beena second-rate pugilist. Alord,ora 

stockbroker, or even an actor has no chance for popu- 
larity in the trenches witha person of fistic ability, 

Private Begg’s valor in the field was as notable 
as his grouchiness in the trenches, although he never 
denied a tommy who wanted him to put up his hands 
for instruction. Begg invited this for practice. As 
for real fighting, he was the first over the top and a 
leader in a charge. He fought with an ardor hardly 
explained on the score of patriotism, or even of 
hatred of the Boches as amass. And his impulse 
in action was contagious. 

““Why are you such a devil when fighting is at 
hand?” his sergeant asked him. “Is it a habit 
acquired in the ring?” 

“Cripes, no!” replied Begg. “‘Hi’m not goin’ fer 
to deny Hi likes the game, but Hi ’listed to find one 
boche. Hi’ve been lookin’ fer’im two years now, an’ 
blimme ’f Hi don’t find ’im yet!” 

Very early one morning a raid was organized. 
The tommies rushed a German trench with slight 
loss, and their bombs made havoc. Prisoners were 
sent back to the pens, and the victors were consoli- 
dating their winning when a liaison officer came up. 
Standing on the brink of the trench, he warned that 
a counter-attack might be made, although the British 
artillery was throwing a barrage that would discourage 
an immediate attempt. 

“What do you find down there?” he asked a sergeant. 

**A bunch of sick boches, a little food made in Ger- 
many, a few synthetic cigars, and a pile of junk,” was 
the reply. 

“Junk? 

“Yes. A hundred weight or so of iron crosses!” 
The sergeant laughed. ‘‘And there’s something a bit 
irregular about Private Begg.” 

“The pugilist? I hope he isn’t hurt.” 

“No. But he’s captured a boche and claims him as 
private property.” 

“Why wasn’t the prisoner taken back with the 
others?” 

“He was senseless. 

“Wounded?” 

“No. When Begg entered the trench he yelled, ‘E’s 
mine!’ dropped his gun, made for a big boche, knocked 
him down, and was sitting on him when I came up.” 

“Quite irregular,” said the officer. “See to it. 
And he turned back toward the line. 
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Thought to be dead.” 
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“He warned that a counter-attack might be made, although the British artillery 


was throwing a barrage that would discourage an immediate attempt” 


The sergeant climbed down. Begg was still sitting 
on his prisoner, who was weeping. ‘This emotional 
function added to the unsightliness of his face, which 
had been jellied by Begg’s blows. And Begg was assail- 
ing him verbally. His vituperation was strangely pic- 
turesque, but not nice even for the ears of men in 
trenches, where manners are naturally somewhat relaxed. 

“Cripes! What a rummy duffer!” said Begg, modi- 
fying his verbalism as he saw the sergeant. “If Hi let yer 
hup wull yer take another sleepin’ punch, ’er this?” 
Begg brandished a wicked trench knife. 

Spurred by a gesture from the sergeant that even a 
pugilist who had passed through two years of military 
discipline could not misinterpret Begg rose, grumbling, 
and the boche struggled to his feet. 

“Do you know that you are liable toarrest?”’ the 
sergeant asked. 

“Fer killin’ a bunch of boches an’ lammin’ this one? 
Nah, then!” 

“But you are, Begg. I should hate to do it, but 
there are regulations, you know.” 

“Do it as soon as yer likes, 


then. Remember 
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wot Hitold yer once about the one boche Hi ’listed 
ter cop?” 

ot ( 

““Wull, this is him as Hi were speakin’ of.”” And Begg 
kicked the boche in the shin, doubling him up with pain. 

“We all lack love for the swine, Begg. But what is 
your particular animosity?” 

“My w’at?” 

“The particular cause of your rage.” 

“Wull, Hi’ll tell yer. Back in Lunnon Hi’ad a bit 0’ 
ill luck. The fightin’ game wur slow like. Hi got to 
know ’im.” Begg glared at the boche. “’E wur a 
waiter at the Savoy. We met at two or three fights an’ 
becomes chummy like. ’E lent me a bob now an’ then. 
An’ that wurn’t so much, as’e’ad noendo’ tips. An’ Hi 
wur to pay ‘im back. ’E said as ’ow ’e wur lonely like in 
Lunnon, bein’ a boche. They called *em Germans then. 
An’ Hitakes pityonthe rummy. Hi’adasnug placeinthe 
East End an’ took ’im in. My rotten luck, mindjer, ’ad 
no end. ’E allus ’ad plenty. My Moll ’ad a fancy for ’im 
on that score, an’ one day Hi finds ’em both missin’.” 

“You have killed a lot of other boches.” 

“Righto.” 

“Then why didn’t you kil! him when you found him?” 

“Hi were savin’ ’im like.” 

“What for?” 

“Garn! Don’t Hi want to. find out where ’e’s ‘idin’ 
me wife?” 


Typical Folks One Sees in Every Hotel 
Dining-Room 
By Kennetu L. 


HE man who looks as though he had been steal- 
ing sheep. 


The man who acts as though he owned 
the hotel. 

The big woman with the little husband whose atti- 
tude implies that he can whip the head waiter. 

The little woman with the big husband who appar- 
ently fears that somebody is about to kick him. 

The nervous, assured child whose evident belief in 
its own superiority makes everyone long to attack it with 
the rear of a hairbrush. 

The defiant man who obviously dares anyone to 
look cross-eyed at him. , 

The individual who is painfully conscious of his 
hands, feet and Adam’s apple. 

The conceited ass who swaggers in seeing admiration 
in every eye, when in reality everybody is longing to 
assault him with a water-carafe. 

The simple soul from Willowville who feels that the 
waiters are laughing at him, and wishes that he were 
back home. 

The man who thinks that he looks perfectly uncon- 
cerned and at home, but who doesn’t fool anyone. 


RoBERTS 
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The Ruling Passion 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


N the sixth day of April, 1919, Cologne fell to the Allied 
O armies, General Pershing in supreme command. 

A German aeroplane was sighted coming from Berlin. 
It displayed a white flag. 

The armies of the Allies stretched to the west as far as the 
eye of an eagle can see. The famous Brazilian Division—its 
remnant, rather—was drawn up at headquarters, it having been 
the first to enter the fallen city. 

The aeroplane landed at headquarters, and out of it stepped 
the Kaiser. 

Approaching Pershing and the Allied generals, Wilhelm bowed 
and said: 

“Gentlemen, the Central Empires capitulate. I 
on one condition, that you give me a close-up by your official 
cinematographer with my uniform and my medals and my 
moustachios. ‘To-morrow I put on a sack coat, striped trousers 
and a derby hat. This is my last photograph.” 

And his gray lips smiled as he straightened up before the 
camera and his heels clicked their last click. 


surrender 


One of the Delinquent Stores 
Mrs. Lobdell—I thought you bought your thread at 


& World Store? 
Mrs. Baker—No,. not since it 


the Globe 


refused to deliver packages. 





The Survivor 


By Tom P. Morcan 


“AT a certain point in my career I was 
A by seven different doctors given up >, 
to die,” related old Festus Pester. a. 
“The three local physicians first gave me up, 
and then doctors came from farther away and 
gave me up in rotation, each from his favorite 
incurable disease. Later they all gathered 
around me in solemn conclave, and gave me 
up in unison from seven different maladies for 
which the medical profession knows no cure. .-..s.t 
Soon after, possibly because they were letting 47>, 
me alone, I recovered on my own hook. Al- ~ & 
though they doubtless tried to keep the fact -- 
concealed I presently became aware that the 
seven physicians regarded me as a person 
in whom no confidence could be reposed. 


They also seemed to suspect that I was walk- Drawn byC. S. Ricsy 


ing around merely to show off and make light 

of their skill and judgment. Then, of course, each was 
eager to have his theory vindicated by an autopsy, and 
as I was not ready for it I was pretty nearly an enemy 
to science. 

“T have since had the pleasure of attending the 
funerals of three of those doctors, and the other four 
now look at me askance, as if they fear I have sinister de- 
signsonthem. And, naturally, my loving relatives, who 
had got their mouths all made up to divide among them 
what little I might leave behind, still consider that, if] am 
not actually dishonest, I will at least bear watching.” 
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“No Sucar” 
How the grocer looks to the housekeeper. 
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She Flattered Herself 


By Mary Granam Bonner 


WOMAN who labored under the delusion that 
men were always on the lookout to speak to 
unaccompanied females was rather nervous 

walking along a city street one evening. Two men 
were just behind her, laughing and chatting in a very 
queer fashion, she thought. 

“May I join you?” she asked of two women walking 
in front of her. 

“Certainly,” they replied. The three walked along. 
Still the two men followed. They were still laughing 
and making comments which though inaudible the 
woman felt were directed toward her. 

“Thank you for letting me go along with you,” 
she said to her two companions as she left them at a 
subway entrance. “As a matter of fact those two men 
walking back of us made me very nervous. I think they 
have been trying to speak to me.” 

The women glanced back. 

“Oh, indeed!” replied one, laughing, “‘those men are 


199 


our husbands! 


Tires 
By Stuart W. Kwnicut 


IRES come on bicycles, automobiles and in maga- 

zine advertisements. They are made of rubber 
and air. Those in advertisements are usually made 
of air. Tires have a bad habit of blowing out, 
especially on lonely roads when it is dark and stormy. 
Like a pet theory they go around and around until they 
become worn out or exploded. Tires and theories ex- 
plode because there is so much air crowded into them 
and because they have such a heavy load to carry. 
Tires are made of rubber because it is pliable and will 
stand shocks. Some automobiles are the most shocking 
things produced by modern society. ‘Tires have a 
magnetic influence over tacks, nails, broken glass and 
sharp rocks. It is not even safe to make pointed re- 
marks in front of some tires. They are punctured as 
easily as exemption excuses. That is why most people 
who use them carry spare tires and spare excuses. 
Many people are like tires: the only reason why they 
are solid is because they are full of air. 








If The Kaiser Conquered America—No. 4 
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RUSSIAN determination to crush American pride in our patriotic memorials, should we, by any chance, fall 
into the Kaiser’s clutches, probably would begin with this kind of vizualized humiliation. Here is a ‘Teutonic 
remodelling of the Soldier’s and Sailor’s Monument on Riverside Drive, New York. Can’t you see, in fancy, 

the greasy grin of a Hun subaltern as he clicks his heels together and halts to salute his native symbol of kultur—a 
sculptured glasserwurtzburgerbieryetalretty ? 
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A Second-Hand One 


By Water G. Doty 
*VE fussed at it and worked at it; 
I’ve grabbed the crank and jerked at it; 

I've backed it up and jacked it up; 
I’ve often well nigh hacked it up; 
I’ve bullied it and worried it 
And humored it and curried it; 
Day after day in vain I’ve worked; 
In sunshine and in rain I’ve worked. 
1 cannot find a blasted thing 
That’s wrong with that dodgasted thing. 
It seems to have no fault but one- 
No power on earth can make it run. 


ee ee 





I've sounded it and pounded it; 
These many weeks I’ve hounded it; 
I’ve probed its inward mystery; 

I've sought and learned its history— 
A worthy one, as told to me, 

Until the thing was sold to me; 

Then viciously and arrantly 

It up and died, apparently; 

Though sometimes there’s a flickering 
Of life, with sounds like snickering. 
‘Tis plain it doesn’t need repairs. 

The thing that flivver needs is prayers! 


—— ee 


Defined 
Willie Willis—What’s a “food speculator”? 
Tommy Gillis—It’s a kid what goes light on the 
2 meat and takes a gambling chance on there being 


Drawn by Jos. Davis enough dessert to go around. 
; “I cannot tell a lie! I didn’t chop down the trees; besides, 
f military necessity made me do it.” If He Knew 


. Nodd—How much does it cost you to live—if 
A Modern Essential that is a fair question? 
By A. Vic Tm Todd—My dear fellow, if I knew, it would worry 

F you expect to stay up in the conversational world, meso that I wouldn’t be able to make half as much 

don’t try to get along any longer without an operation. as | do now. 

You can’t do it. There is noth- 
ing so vulgar nowadays as a com- 
plete anatomy. Have your liver 
removed or swap your duodenum for 
a silver tube. Let some prominent 
surgeon scrape your ethnoidal sinus 
or shift your lungs. Let him do 
anything that will keep you in a 
popular hospital for two or three 
weeks and incidentally give you 
something to talk about for life. 

Avoid minor operations. Only 
the veriest upstarts use them in 
up-to-date conversation. And insist 
upon the latest general anesthetic 
with all of the most recent acces- 4 : ; a 5, 
sories and attendants. Remember |a_ate G om ’ ss —— 
that when you get well you will be 7m : ' 
expected to talk, talk, talk about all 
that you have undergone. You will 
have to do it if you expect to hold 
your own with the other ladies. 
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Pleasing Hubby ; : : ’ a nihil } | 
Butcher—What cut, madam? y =" z mii Au 9a 
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She—One from the lower part == 
of the animal, please. Hubby says Drawn by Fuorence Scover SHinn 
most of your cuts are too high. Hostess (to honored guest)—All our set is observing meatless Tuesdays. 
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All But Carlo—* Are all your family 
observing the meatless days now?” 

“Ves, all except Carlo. We can’t 
make him realize that he mustn’t bite 
strangers on Tuesdays.” — Baltimore 
American. 


Practical and Proper—‘What is 
your favorite flower?”’ 

“Not using any. I’m for corn-meal.” 
—Washington Star. 


The Wrong Place—He seated himself 
in the grill and made a protracted study 
of the menu. 

“Waiter,” he said at length, “I have 
only two dollars with me. What would 
you recommend?”’ 

The waiter gently removed the card 
from the hand of the unsophisticated 
stranger, as he replied: 

“Another restaurant.’’—San Francisco 
Argonaut. 


Joyous Squandering—‘ Do you miss 
the old excitement that Crimson 
Gulch offered before the town went 
dry?” 

“Not so much,” replied Bronco Bob. 
Prices have gone up so that two buck- 
wheat cakes and a fried egg seems like 
regular dissipation.” —IWashington Eve- 
ning Star. 


A Delicate Hint—Our old friend 
Bro. McCreless at Lewisville, Texas, 
promised to ship the Record a keg of 
home-made sorghum, but as yet we have 
not seen it. We had hoped to be able to 
sop our corn pone in this ‘lasses, but it 
looks now like we will have to continue 
to eat it dry.—Colorado City Record. 


The Modern Woman—Grandma 
Shall I teach you how to make dough- 
nuts? 

Debutante—Y es, I'm terribly interested, 
but I can’t quite understand how to fix 
the inner tubes.—M ilestones. 


With a Necklace—‘They say that 
bride got such extravagant presents.”’ 

“Yes; one present was a $10,000 
diamond necklace and another was two 
pounds of sugar.” —Baltimore American. 








A Shade of Suspicion 
C'est un Boche, ac’ qu’y parait. Ona trouvé 
dans sa boite un tube de bleu de Prusse. 
““He’s a Boche artist, it seems. They 
found in his color-box a tube of Prussian 
blue.”—La Baionnette ((Paris). 
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Frightfulness 
“Have you the same razor you used on me 
yesterday?” 
“Yes, sir, the sa me identical one.” 
“Then chloroform me _first.”—Snark’s 
Annual (London). 











Nursing the Nuggets 
“Tenez, Marie, voila du charbon pour la 
journée.” 
“Here, Marie, is your coal for the day.”— 
La Baionnette (Paris). 





Flannel Cakes—‘‘This is a special 
flour for making’ flannel cakes.” 

The young housewife was trying to 
appear wise. 

‘Does it make good cakes?” she asked. 

“Excellent flannel cakes, mum.” 

“Ah, um. Will they shrink?”— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Needless Alarm—A businesslike man 
stepped into a butcher’s shop. “A piece 
of beef for roasting!” he ordered briskly. 

The meat, mostly bone, was thrown on 
the scales. 

““Look here!” remonstrated the man. 
“You’re giving me a big piece of bone!” 

“Oh, no, I ain’t!” said the butcher 
blandly. ‘“You’re paying for it.”— 
Washington Post. 





VANITY 








A Lovely Girl—‘‘How do you like 
your son’s wife?” 

“She’s a perfect darling. The first day 
after he brought her home she discovered 
a way to do up my hair that makes me 
look ten years younger.”—Dayton News. 


None Immune 
Flattery is the food of fools— 
They love each bit— 
Yet where’s the man with soul so dead 
Won’t fall for it. 
Florida Times-Union. 


Wrong Diagnosis—Mr. Costick—Do 
you know, whenever I look at my reflec- 
tion in a mirror I can’t help thinking 
what a much better looking fellow I am 
than the average man? I s’pose you'd 
call that conceit? 

Mrs. Costick—Oh, no; I sheuld call it 
distorted vision.—Chicago Herald. 


Indignant Politician—Why didn’t 
you print all of my speech? 

Country editor—Well, to tell the truth 
sir, we ran clean out of capital ‘‘I’s.” 


Too Particular—The girl who thinks 
more of her Georgette crepe waist than 
she does of her beau and refuses to permit 
it to get mussed will never march to the 
well-known tune of Mr. Mendelsschn.— 
Flordia Times-Union. 
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A Light Sentence 
Magistrate—I seem to know your face, 
prisoner! 
Culprit—Yes, your worship, I used to 
teach your good lady voice production. 
Magistrate—Thirty years.—Snark’s <An- 
nual (London). 








JOURNALISM} 





An Announcement—This_ week’s 
Rulo Times is edited by one Morton 
Potter, who has as yet had no experience 
in the business, and who would be pleased 
if ye editors of other papers would cast no 
reflections on our inability to cope with 
your’s, as life is short at best.—Rulo 
(Ga.) Times. 


Thanks!—A _ gentleman, through a 
free ad. in the Press, made $2.50 on a 
trade. He gave the editor five cents cash. 
If it were not for the generosity of our 
friends we would be compelled to seek 
some other field of labor.—West Point 
(Ga.) Free Press. 
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A Teacher’s Grave Mistake—Miss 
Mills, the school-teacher, asked for her 
salary last Friday night. Of course it 
created much surprise, but as it was her 
first offense, the board have decided to 
give her another trial.—Grafton (N. Dak.) 
Record. 


A Narrow Escape—The Herald staff 
got out of New York just in time. That 
city’s hotel men have formed a trust and 
put imported champagne up from $3.50 
to $4 per quart bottle. We never kicked 
at $3.50, but when Giant Monopoly, with 
his hydraheaded claws, jerks the poor 
journalist’s modest daily beverage up 50 
cents a bottle, we simply quit such a camp 
and falteringly whisper that Mesa City’s 
vintage is good enough for us. There will 
be no change in the Herald’s subscription 
rates.—Phenix (Ariz.) Herald. 


Advice—We would say to Sapho, of 
Burnside, that quality, not quantity, is 
the thing to be desired in poetry. A man 
might write a whole barrel of stuff like 
the sample sent us for publication, and 
yet never be suspected of being a poet. 
It would have been better for most of our 
poets if they had published only .a few of 
their productions. For the sake of your 
reputation, we would advise you to print 
very few of your poems, and begin the 
good work by not printing the first one.— 
Punxsutawney (Pa.) Spirit. 





Artist’s Pride 
{narchist—My latest bomb is such a work of art that if I had a sweetheart | 
would throw it at her feet.—Novy Satirikon (Petrograd). 
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The Millionaire’s Gift Basket 

de Luxe 

Un kilo de carbon, dos y medio de 
patatas, dos botellas de leche, tres panecillos 
largos y un bidon de gasolina. 

Five pounds of coal, half a peck of 
potatoes, two bottles of milk, three 
loaves of bread and a can of gasoline. 
Blanco y Negro (Madrid). 


Meeting the Enemy—This morning, 
as we and the wife of our bosom were 
eating our humble repast, our office boy 
came in in great haste with the informa- 
tion that a man from Indianapolis was at 
our office waiting to interview us on the 
financial situation. Pleased at this sup- 
posed metropolitan recognition of our 
humble talents, we put on our coat, and 
putting one of Billy Watson’s justly cele- 
brated cigars in our pockets to do the 
honors to the city reporter with, we has- 
tened to find in our sanctum—what? A 
man who had come down to see what we 
could do on our paper bill. We hope sub- 
scribers in arrears will come nobly to the 
front in this, our hour of need.—Plunk- 
ville (Wisc.) Bugle. 


Waiting in Hope—The wind bloweth, 
the farmer soweth, and the subscriber 
oweth, and the Lord knoweth that we are 
in need of our dues. So come a runnin’, 
this thing of dunnin’ gives us the blues.— 
Milledgeville (Ga.) Union and Recorder. 


Editorial Confession—‘ Better in- 
terview this Lady Eglantine,” suggested 
the managaing editor of the New York 
Daily Squash. 

“Why, she’s a hen. A hen can’t do 
anything but cackle.” 

“Well, we’ve printed worse interviews. 
Go ahead.”—Louisville Courier-Journal. 
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Not Yet Proven—‘When your wife 
starts to talk does she know how to 
stop?” 

“Tam unable to say. I have been mar- 
ried only nine years.’’—Ginger. 


Outwitted—‘I wouldn’t like to buy 
my dear little wifey a pearl necklace. 
Pearls mean tears, you know.” 

“Do they? Then I'll cry till I get it.” 
—Brooklyn Citizen. 


Frightful—Gus Peterson ha _ bane 
grate faller for putting his feet in his 
mouth avery tam ha open it and ha ain’t 


_no acrobat vaudevil show either, but ha 


yust seam tu always say the wrong ting 
at the right time. 

Vonce avery year dis Gus ha vent tu 
Svedish re-union vere all the Svede 
fallers meat and talking over old times 
and ha shake hands with avery vone 
yust the same lak ha bane run for offis. 

Ven ha go tu dis re-union last veek Gus 
ha meat Ole Swanson and ha ain’t sea 
Ole befour in twenty year, so ha ain’t no 
hem right avay. 

Ole ha say: 

“Vell, by yimminy, Gus Peterson, Ay 
ain’t sea you sence ve vas kids. Don’t 
yono me? Ay bane Ole Swanson. Ain’t 
yu remember yu stood opp vit me ven 
Ay vas marry? Yee viz, but Ay sure did 
git awful fright that day.” 

Gus scratch his head for minute and 
than ha grin and say: 

“Sure, Ay remember yu now. Yes yu 
got awful fright that day alright. Vot 
does she look lak now?”—IWashington 
State Weekly. 


Amounts to Same Thing—* Do you 
ever talk to yourself?” 

“Not intentionally. But frequently 
I suspect that my husband isn’t listen- 
ing.” —Kansas City Journal. 
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The Coal Administrator Explains 
“Tl faut avoir un peu de patience. Nous 


manquons de pelles pour le ramasser.’ 
“Just be patient. You see, we haven’t 
enough shovels.”—La Baionnette (Paris). 
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It was unfortunate that Old Bill was playing the leading comedian’s part in 


Slow—‘‘In business life, I see.’ 

gat Tage 

‘How do you like it, girlie?” 

“T find it slow. I never hear any of 
those trade secrets I used to read about.” 

Louisville Courier-Journal. 


The Trimmings—A peroxide-wigged 
manicure turned her “ Anna Held” eyes on 
the patron before her and asked: ‘Shall 
I trim you close?” 

He smiled back and said: ‘Well, you 
might leave me enough for carfare home.” 
—Typographic Messenger. 





“ 


Puss-in- 
Boots,” in the theatre tent back of the trenches, when that attack broke out and left no time 
for Bill to change completely.— Bystander (London). 


Such An Insult—Two women who 
who had not seen each other for many 
years met unexpectedly in the street. 

“How do you do?” exclaimed one, 
effusively. 

“Now, this is delightful!” said the 
other, who was the elder. ‘‘ You haven’t 
seen me for eleven years, and yet you 
knew me at once! I cannot have 
changed so dreadfully in all that time. 
It flatters me!” 

“Oh, I recognized your bonnet,” 
said the first.—Pittsburgh Chronicle- 
Telegraph. 











The New Allies 


Officier Allemand—*“ C’e 
German Offi er 
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On to Him—One evening some time 
since John Henry called on the darling of 
his heart, and while talking to the fair one 
he casually referred to some of the hard- 
ships of the present day. 

“T see, Gladys,” he remarked, “that 
the price of coal has gone up again, and 
that it is hard to get at any price.” 

“Has it?”’ responded Gladys, without 
showing any great concern. 

“Ves,” answered John Henry, “and 
they say they are also advancing house 
rents, while sugar——’”’ 

“Look here, John Henry!” suddenly 
interjected the fair one, with a withering 
expression. “If you want to break off 
our engagement, say so, but don’t try to 
beat around the bush in such a cowardly 
way.”’—Philadel phia Telegraph. 

An Ideal Marriage—Sir Arthur Pear- 
son says that blinded soldiers have no 
difficulty in getting married. Of course 
not—and they say that the combination 
of a blind man with a dumb wife makes 
an ideal marriage. — Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 


A Sleepy Humorist—WMrs. Timmid— 
John, wake up! There’s a man down- 
stairs; I’m sure I heard a that 
sounded like a yawn. 

Husband—Oh, go to sleep. What you 
heard was probably the rubber plant 
stretching itself.—Boston Transcript. 


noise 


2 "est des Serbes ! “a 
“It’s nothing—just Serbians!” 


La Victoire (Pari 


It Was a Full Moon—‘Does the 
moon remind you of anything?” he 
asked, sentimentally, thinking of their 
courtship days. 

“Yes,” said his wife. 

“What?” he asked. 

“You,” she said, ‘‘on club nights.” 
Boston Transcript. 


Not all Hours—WMrs. Wéillis—They 
say your husband comes home at all 
hours of the night. 

Mrs. Gillis—No; only the late ones. 
Town Topics. 


Must Be More Imaginative—S/e— 
Do you think that people are less roman- 
tic and imaginative after they are married? 

He—I don’t know about the romantic 
part of it, but if they are going to try to 
explain everyt hing they’ve got to be more 
imaginative.—Boston Transcript. 
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How She Would Find It Out—Wiillie 
and Jack are two youngsters who are pu- 
gilistically inclined. The other day the 
following conversation took place be- 
tween them: 

“Aw,” said Willie, “you’re afraid to 
fight; that’s all it is.” 

“Naw, I’m not,” protested Jack, “but 
if I fight my ma’ll find it out and lick me.” 

“How’'ll she find it out, eh?”’ 

“She’ll see the doctor goin’ to your 
house.”’—Har per’s Magazine. 





Will Outgrow It—‘I know some- 
thing I won’t tell,” sang a little girl, as 
little girls do. 

“Never mind, child,” said the savage 
bachelor; “you'll get over that habit 
when you are a little older.”,—Brook/lyn 
Citizen. 
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The Skin of a Thought—Justice 
Holmes of the Supreme Court has plas- 
tered a new metaphorical phrase on the 
hitherto callous definitions handed down 
by that severely august body. In a 
decision of January 7, written by him, he 
places on judicial record of the highest 
court that ‘A word is not a crystal, trans- 
parent and unchanged; it is the skin of a 
living thought and may vary greatly in 
color and content.” Could any other on 
the bench have written into such a paper 
a chameleonic phrase that would better 
have warmed the literary heart of Dr. 
Oliver Wendell Homes?—IVall Street 
Journal Straws. 


She Paid the Paint Bill—In Chi- 
cago a short time ago a woman was 
haled into court, charged with intoxica- 
tion. She was fined $10, and as she 
arose, she said to the judge, who, she 
had heard, had just completed a new 
house in a suburb, “Well, I suppose you 
need these ten dollars to help paint 
your house.” 


“Oh, yes,”’ said his honor, genially, 


“And I think you’d better give me $5 
more, and I guess I'll paint the blinds.’ 
—Case and Comment. 








Under the Perfect Government 
Il populo italiano secondo il sogno tedesco. 
The Italian people, according to Germany’s 
dream.—L’ dsino (Rome). 
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Our Oldest Ally 


General Bull (to Master Gunner Time) 
I hope, sir, that that one will finish the job. 
National News (London). 
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War Aims 

In billets down the line one afternoon, 

As Bill and me and most of our platoon 

Was dozin’ like, some blighter starts to jaw: 

‘*T wonder what the ‘ell we’re fightin’ for!” 

“England,” ses Bill. ‘For liberty,” ses I. 

Ses Dan (the shepherd), “For my flock ”— 
“Oh my!” 

Shouts Pauper Pete, "ho ’adn’t a sou to chink, 

“T'll fight to save my dollars, I don’t think.”’ 

“We're fighting ‘cos there’s Belgium still to 
win.” 

“I'm out for blood—Zepps done my cottage 
in.” 

Then Cockie (e’s a poet) *as ‘is say: 

“| fight,” he ses, **to scare Black Night away, 

And when my voice is heard for miles around, 

The Dawn will break at that victorious 
sound.” 

“Tt’s stripes I want.” “A ribbon’s more to 
me.” 

“I’m out to save my ’ome acrost the sea.” 

“It’s Mother most I’m fightin’ for,”’ ses Jim, 

And Ginger said the kids come first with 
‘im. 

Just near us, listenin’ careless as we spoke, 

A chap stood readin’, quite a youngish bloke. 

And some one shouts: ‘Wot ’o, my learned 
friend, 

Wot’s your opinion? ‘Oo do you defend? 

Wot sort o’ name d’you call old England by? 

Wot makes it worth your bloomin’ while to 
die?” 

The bloke just shows ’is book, and barely 
heedin’, 

“Shakespeare,” he ses, and coolly goes on 
readin’.—S. C. Roberts, in Westminster 

Gazette. 
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Give and Take—A tall, thin Canadian 
lieutenant reported in France to a bat- 
talion commanded by an elderly colonel 
who was very, very bald. A few days 
later he approached the commander and 
said: 

“T wish you would use your influence, 
sir, so that the men of my platoon would 
cease referring to me as ‘ Legs.’”’ 

“Sure, my lad,” replied the elderly 
officer, “if you’ll use yours to stop my 
whole battalion from calling me ‘Old 
Baldy.’”—Des Moines Capital. 


In Excellent Taste — Bootmaker — 
Well, Captain, I am glad to see you back; 
and ’ow did you find the last pair of boots 
I made you? 

Captain (an exchanged prisoner from 
Germany)—Oh! the best I ever tasted!— 
London Opinion. 


Politic—T7ommy (dictating letter to be 
sent to his wife)—The nurses here are a 





very plain lot— 
Nurse—Oh, come! I say! That’s not 
very polite to us. 
Tommy—Never mind, Nurse, put it 
down. It’ll please her!—Punch. 


yeROURES uml 


Terror in His Voice—Her son had 
enlisted, and she was a proud old woman 
as she harangued a knot of friends on the 
village street. “‘Jarge always done ’is 
duty by me, ’e did, and’ now ’e’s doin’ ’is 
duty by king an’ country,” she said. “I 
feel right down sorry for them Germans, 
to think of ’im goin’ into battle with ’is 
rifle in ‘is ‘and and ‘It’s a Long Way to 
Tipperary’ on ’is lips.” 

‘Poor Germans, indeed!” exclaimed 
one of the audience. ‘“ Pity’s wasted on 
‘em! P’r’aps you ’aven’t ’eard of their 
cruelties?”’ 

“P’r’aps I ’aven’t,”’ agreed the old 
lady. ‘An’ p’r’aps you ’aven’t ’eard 
Jarge sing.” —T7it-Bits. 


Promotion Backward—The rookie 
was being taken to the guard-house. 

“Quick promotion” he muttered to him- 
self. ‘‘I am already in charge of a squad 
of men.—Boston Transcript. 


Some Property—Sergeant (after in- 
vestigating as to parentage, etc.)—Mon, 
ye seem to hae no qualifications for en- 
trance into a Scottish regiment—think 
noo, think; hae ye nae property in 
Scotland? 

Recruit (hopefully)—Well, yes; I have 
a pair of trousers at the Perth Dye 
Works.——London Opinion. 
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Nightmare 


** Valga’m Sant Nini Sant Non! Aquest, aquest si que m’espanta de debo!’ 


’ 


“Help me, saints! It’s the ghost of the old familiar foodstuffs come to haunt me!” —Cama- 


pana de Gracia (Barcelona). 











AUTHORS 








Their Subscriber—Apropos of H. G. 
Wells’s association with W. E. Henley, 
he tells an amusing, although somewhat 
pathetic, little story. The New Review 
was not exactly a successful production, 
and one day Mr. Wells and Mr. Henley 
were in the office of the magazine, gloom- 
ily discussing its prospects, when a fu- 
neral went by in the street outside. Hen- 
ley looked out of the window and regarded 
the cortege for a moment in silence. 
Then he turned to his companion and 
said, with a worried frown: 

“Can that be our subscriber? ’’—Argo- 
naut. 


He Had a Grand Pen—dAlthough 
Thomas Hardy, the famous English nov- 
elist, has lived so long in Dorsetshire, 
among the very scenes he has depicted 
graphically in his books, he is of such a 
retiring and modest disposition that his 
fame is unknown to a number of the quiet 
country folk who live in his vicinity. 

There is an amusing story of an enthu- 
siastic admirer who visited Dorsetshire 
and approached an old lady whom he 
found sitting outside her cottage door. 

“Mr. Hardy lives near here, doesn’t 
he?” he inquired. 

“Which Mr. Hardy?” asked the old 
woman. 

“Why, Mr. Thomas Hardy, who writes 
books,” replied the astonished pilgrim. 

“Oh, I know naught about him,” said 
the woman, “but there be a Hardy near 
by that rears grand pigs!””—The Youth's 
Companion. 


High Cost of Fame—VFirst scribe—So 
the editor took one of your poems, and 
then asked you out to lunch? 

Second scribe—Yes, and the lunch only 
cost me a dollar more than I got for the 
poem!—Punch. 











An Ideal Arrangement 


Lenine—Tu dis que tu ne sais pas lire? 
Je te nomme ministre de instruction publique, 
ca le fera une occasion pour apprendre! 

Lenine—You say you don’t know how to 
read? Then | appoint you Minister of Public 
Instruction; that will give you an opportu- 
nity of learning.—Le Rire (Paris). 
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His Little Profit—Speaking a short 
time ago of the way prices have advanced 
in Europe and the pronounced upward 
tendency they display in this country 
Senator Jones of Washington was re- 
minded of the experience of a French 
wine merchant. 

“Look here, sir?” said this merchant 
to an old patron, “if you won’t pay me 
for that wine you bought just before the 
war, at least send back the empty bottles. 

“Well,” the man replied, “you know 
glass has gone upa good deal. What cash 
allowance will you give me per bottle?” — 
The Pathfinder. 


Case for Hustle—Vilhjalmur Ste- 
fansson will be quite busy for a while 
picking up on the war news since June, 
1913.—New York Sun. 
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The Pastor’s Device—The collections 
had fallen off badly in the colored church 
and the pastor made a short address be- 
fore the box was passed. ‘Ah don’t want 
any man to give more dan his share, 
breddren,” he said gently, “but we mus’ 
all gib ercordin’ to what we rightly hab. 
Ah say rightly hab, breddren, because we 
don’t want no tainted money in de box. 
Squire Jones tole me dat he done miss 
some chickens dis week. Now, ef any ob 
our breddren hab fallen by de wayside in 
connection wid dose chickens, let him 
stay his hand from dat box. Deacon 
Smith, please pass de box an’ Ah’ll watch 
de signs an’ see ef dere’s any one in dis 
congregation dat needs me ter wrastle in 
prayer for him.” The effect of this brief 
discourse was instantaneous and remark- 
able. Throughout the congregation loud 
whispers of ‘Len’ me a qua’tah,” “Let 
me hab half a dollah,” “Gib me a nickel 
til mawnin’,” were heard. Apparently 
every one put something in the box. 
The Rev. Sam Small Smith surveyed the 
coins with a satisfied smile as he re- 
marked: “Ah done tole Squire Jones dat 
none ob my lambs was guilty of sech 
diabolical eccentricity.” —Argonaut. 


A Double-Edged Courtesy—A very 
pretty but extremely slender girl entered 
a street-car and managed to seat herself 
in a very narrow space between two men. 
Presently a portly colored mammy en- 
tered the car, and the pretty miss, think- 
ing to humuliate the men for their lack of 
gallantry, arose. 

“Aunty,” she said, with a wave of her 
hand toward the place she had just 
vacated, “‘take my seat.” 

“Thank you, missy,” replied the col- 
ored woman, smiling broadly, “* but which 
gen’man’s lap was you sittin’ on?”— 
Argonaut. 








The Finnish Lion 





In the days of Nicholas—and after!—Novy Satirikon (Petrograd). 




















The Wheel 
Chronos—Vo mir us cha die chalbe Trullete 
bald ufhore! 


Father Time—I shall have to settle it for 
them, after all!—Nebelspalter (Zurich). 





WET AND DRY | 








Dry Town Tragedy—“ A man dropped 
a quart bottle of whisky on the pavement 
yesterday and broke it.” 

“Did he swear?” 

“No. He spoke more to the purpose. 
Gazing mournfully at the rivulet of 
liquor running into the gutter, he mut- 
tered, ‘Eight dollars and a big night 
gone.’”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


The Night Before—‘ Ma,” roared 
Mr. Jagsby, “where in the demnition 
bow-wows is my hat? I can’t keep a 
thing about this house. It’s a shame the 
way things disappear without any appar- 
ent reason. I would just like to know 
where that hat is.” 

“So would I,” replied Mrs. Jagsby, 
coldly. ‘‘ You didn’t have it on when you 
came home last night.”—Birmingham 
d 1 ge-Herald. 


The Preparedist —Colonel Jagsby is 
one man who contrives to keep ahead of 
old John Barleycorn. 

How does he do that? 

He carries a pint in his hip pocket.— 
Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Didn’t Want Any Other—William 
Jennings Bryan said in a temperance 
address in Louisville: 

““Why does the world so malign Ken- 
tucky? I heard the other day a malig- 
nant story about a Kentucky colonel. 
‘Colonel,’ a man asked him, ‘is there any 
cure for snake bite except whiskey?’ 
‘Who cares,’ snorted the colonel, 
‘whether there is or not?’”—Buffalo 
Commercial. 
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Play on Words—‘‘You are on the 
water wagon?” 

“cc Yes.” 

“Nothing could induce you to get off?” 

“Nothing could, but something might, 
if you happen to have it.” —Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 

She Knew Him—“ Jonathan!” 

“Well?” 

“Where are you going?” 

“As the curtain has just gone down I 
think I’ll go out for a little while.” 

“Umph—because the curtain has taken 
a drop is no sign you have to go and do 
likewise.” —Florida Times-U nion. 
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Reassuring—‘‘ Drunk, again, John! 
“So am I, meenister; so am I.’’—Cas- 
sell’s Saturday Journal. 
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Inconsiderate of Him 
“Isn’t it awful? My husband has run off 
with our cook.” 
“Terrible, and cooks are 
Snark’s Annual (London). 
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Why—‘“Why did you vote for pro- 
hibition?” 

“Well,” replied Senator Sorghum, “after 
trying both, I decided that a thirst isn’t 
as bad as a headache.” —W ashington Star. 


A Genius—‘Have you any geniuses 
in this town?” 

“T don’t recall but one just now.” 

“Poet, painter or musician?” 

“No. He’s a chap who contrives to 
stay illuminated week in and week out 
despite the fact that this town is dry.”— 
Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Force of Habit—Page boy—Your 
wife wishes to speak to you on the tele- 
phone, sir. 

Bon Vivant—Goo’ Lor’! Fetch me a 
clove, boy—quick!—Boston Transcript. 





| POLITICIANS 








He Knew—‘The government may 
take over what is considered excess profit.” 

“What is excess profit?” 

“Getting more than you earn.” 

“There goes my salary,” wailed Con- 
gressman Flubdub.—Omaha News. 


No Compliment—-“Do you think 
your townspeople will give you any ban- 
quets?” 

“Not if I can head ’em off,” replied 
Senator Sorghum. “I don’t want to get 
with a crowd that sit right down in front 
of a reminder of the high cost of living 
problem.” —W ashington Star. 


The Offense—The politician rushed 
past the official Cerberus into the edito- 
rial sanctum. 

“What do you mean?” he roared. 
“What do you mean by insulting me as 
you did in last night’s Clamor?” 

“Just a moment,” replied the editor. 
“Didn’t the story appear as you gave it 
to us, namely, that you had resigned as 
city treasurer?” 

“Tt did. But you put it under the 
head ‘Public Improvements.’”—Sacra- 
mento Bee. 


Second-Class Matter—Just about 
the time we get ambitious to be a Con- 
gressman, along comes some Congress- 
man’s speech, marked “second-class 
matter.’”’ That hurls a wrench into the 
machine.—Buffalo News. 

















Alone at Last! 
“C’qu’il y a de chic, ici, c’est qu’on n’est pas 


embété par une bande de raseurs ... comme @ 


la Grande Jatte.” 

“What a relief it is to work up here where 
there are no bores looking over my shoulder!” 
—La Baionnette (Paris). 
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Tére-A-Ttte Wirn Lota: 
WILLIE: “Don't you think love 


Sac red?” 
LoLA: “Ess.” 


WILLIE: “J do. IT think love is the 
most sacred thing there is. I don’t mean 
some kinds of love. / mean real love. 


You take some people, I don’t believe 
they ever know what real love means. 
They talk abdut it, maybe, but they 
don’t understand it. Love is something 
nobody can understand unless they feel 
it and—if they don’t understand it 
they don’t feel it. Don’t you think so”’? 
tora: “Ess!” 

WILLIE: “But if he didn’t then 
he wouldn't. But when a man really 
loves a girl he will. Now, you take 
a man like that and he can generally 
do just about anything the girl he 
loves wants him to. Say, f instance, 
say she wants him to love her even 
more than he does already—or almost 
anything like that—and supposin’ she 
asks him to. Well, he would go 
ahead and do it. If they really loved 
each other he would! 


From “SEVENTEEN.” 
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Hew SHEP 


By Ficaro 


‘6 HEN one has safely landed after a tempestuous 
voyage,” says Virgil or some other eminent and 
detested author, “it is pleasing to look back 

from the shore and watch the mariners who are still at 

sea being bounced and lambasted by the briny.” 

The well-fed clubman, lounging before an open fire 
that is tended by flunkeys, delights to give an account 
of last summer’s camping fiasco: how the storm blew 
the tent down and drenched him and the crackers, and 
the only hunk of bacon fell into the fire; how, during 
me the few moments when anybody got any sleep, the dog 
= bolted the rest of the food supply, so that nobody was 
able to eat the next day but the mosquitoes. All of 
which seems very funny now—afterwards. 

And, similarly, when one has reached the years of 
poise and safe stodginess, of equable and stupid routine, 
it is pleasing to look back upon the earnest idiocy of 
adolescence. 

““Seventeen” gives one a chance to grin at his 
former self. Willie, as played by Gregory Kelly, is 
more than an individual: he is Everyboy. His awk- 
ward self-consciousness, his Quixotic fidealism, his 
yearning for the trappings of manhood, his tragic 
feeling of being continually misunderstood by his 
parentss his sentimental palpitations with regard 
to Lola, “one of the noblest”... Ye gods! 
but they strike a cord of reminiscence in each 
of us! 

Fortunate it is that this subtle play is in the 
hands of an artist like Stuart Walker. (One 
can imagine what certain Broadway worthies 
would have done to it—the insufferable 
Johnnies and smart Alecs to whom they 
might have entrusted the youthful rdles.) 
Mr. Walker has treasured the rare spirit of 
the thing. With deft skill he has preserved 
the charming freshness of it, so that it really 
breathes the atmosphere of youth. 

The cast is good individually. George 
Gaul is a most satisfying Genesis, and Jane is 
a surprising delight. But it is not the indi- 
vidual acting that impresses us most: it is the 
total effect of the piece, which is as harmoni- 
ous and beautifully balanced as a_ bright, 

buovant chord sounded by a symphonic 

orchestra. 

And, throughout, the tone is gratify- 
ingly restrained. There is no forcing of 
lines or situations. The characters merely 
live, move, and have their being. But you 
can’t forget them. Scenes and sayings 
which at the time seem devoid of “ punch,” 
bob up cheerfully in your mind a day or 
so later. Indeed, when you leave the 

SISTER, JANE, theater your mental good time has only 

Wuo Somenow Doesn’r begun. For the joy of “Seventeen” jingles 

Appreciate His Dicniry. on in your memory like distant sleigh bells. 
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BRIGHT Bins from Gpneny Pays 


A Couple of Dreamers, 
from THE MIDNIGHT FROLIC 

He—Good evening, Princess How’s your 
father, the Czar?”’ 

SuHe—l’ve just arrived from Russia in a Seventh 
Avenue car. I sleep in a bed of orchids; I always 
bathe in wine; I’ve engaged Mrs. Vernon Castle 
to sing for me when I dine. 


Frances White and William Rock 































(Below) 
From 
“THE COHAN 
REVUE” 

FreD STONE 
( impersonated ), 
to his faithful 
though long-eared 
steed: I'm_ go- 
ing into’ the 
moving pic- 
tures, and if | 
get half the 
money I say 
I’m going to 
get, I'll take 
you out of 
musical com- 
edy and put 
you in the legit- 
imate. 









From “WHY MARRY” 
Heven: You are about the most conceited 
man I ever knew, and that’s saying a good deal. 
Ernest: How can | help it when you admire 
me so?’—Estelle Winwood and Shelley Hull. 
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From “POLLY WITH A PAST” 
Polly, a minister's daughter from the West, is posing as 
a notorious French actress in order to make Rex's fiancée 
trthur Hill jealous. She is here telling vividly how Rex saved her from 
Arthur Hill and drowning. Rex’s mother asks whether all her sins did not 
Hans Wilson. ; ‘wr ys + eee : 
rush through her mind when she was under water. 
Potty: My sins? Mon Dieu!—’ou many hours do 
you seenk I am down zere? 
Ina Claire, Winifred Fraser and Herbert Yost. 
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Disillusionment 


By BLYTHE SHERWOOD 


ARLAND waited with throbbing 
EH pulses... 

A trig little thing in black and 
white opened the door. She took his stick 
and hat and directed him to the left. 
With long, eager strides he crossed the 
hall and pushed aside the velvet curtains. 

The soft-shaded lights seemed to calm 
his feverish senses. The escaping fumes 
from an incensed god were like balm to his 
quivering nerves. Silken cushions were 
thrown carelessly about; scarfs and 
hangings were so extravagant in their 
abundance one would have surmised that 
chintz had been used instead of rich dam- 
asks and embroideries of golds and sil- 
vers. Flowers—tiny buds, and sprigs 
and over-ripe dahlias—were everywhere, 
everywhere he chanced to look; and from 
secluded spots and mysterious corners 
gay birds peeped and popped. 

For the first time in his life, or since that 
period of long, long ago when Harland 
once lived in the worlds of wizards and 
merchants of Bagdad and elfin sprites, he 
felt that feeling of apathy—the dazed- 
ness that comes with true enchantment. 
Every bit of the fragrant atmosphere 
exhilarated, then dulled him. 

About him it was all-harmonious. The 
fascination of the mystical vista suddenly 
ceased playing with his senses for he re- 


membered his mission. He had come to 


call on Rhitiiz Flanzeume—Rhitiiz, the 
beautiful, Rhitiiz the aloof, Rhitiiz the 
sought-after. 

He searched the salon and found. At 
the farthest end, under a canopy of iri- 
descent glows, amid an ambush of ferns 
and palms, upon a couch of sumptuous 
brocades, lounged Rhitiiz. The appari- 
tion so dazzled him that for a moment he 
remained without breath or motion. 
Then, as if pierced by a streak of reality, 
he came to with a start. 

“Rhitiiz,” he hoarsely muttered as he 
stumbled toward her, “Rhitiiz! Rhitiiz! 
You’re exquis—” and stopped abruptly. 
Anawful crash, and in that solitary second, 
dreams on which he had lived for years, 
and castles-in-the-air which had taken 
many, many sleepless nights to construct, 
all tumbled. For the articles with which 
Rhitiiz’s fingers had been lightly playing 
were long, thin NEEDLES and the slimy 
thing that encircled her form was 
WU ocel f 


War Measures 
Cholly—The government asks us all to 
devise ways to conserve fats. 
Miss Cayenne—Use your head, then, 
man! 


A Convert 
She—“ Economize, but don’t hoard,” 
Hoover says. 
He—Righto! What’s the sense of sav- 
ing up for the gasoline and then not 
buy the flivver? 
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A Breakfast Food 
You Will Like 


For tomorrow's breakfast serve a few 
N. B. C. Graham Crackers with hot milk, in 
place of the usual hard-to-prepare breakfast foods. 
You will find them a most pleasing change. 


Always crisp, appetizing and wholesome, 
they furnish maximum nourishment at minimum 
cost. Sugar is saved, too, as N. B. C. Graham 
Crackers are sweet enough without. 


NATIONAL BISCUIT 
COM PANY 


Poof Uneeda Biscuit 
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A Perfect Food 
For Breakfast 


A few crisp, appetizing N. B. C. Oatmeal 
Crackers—a bowl of fresh, sweet milk or cream 
(hot or cold) and you have one of the finest 
breakfast foods you can imagine. 

Oatmeal in its most delicious form, nutritious, 
just sweet enough without adding sugar, N. B.C. 


Oatmeal Crackers offer you and your family a 
welcome change from your regular breakfast food. 


NATIONAL BISCUIT 
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F of Uneeda Biscuit 
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When My Ship Comes In 
By Rutu Wricur KAuFFMAN 
HE ship I want is far away 
And sails a treacherous sea. 
God guard its cargo night and day 
And bring it safe to me! 


The ship I want is painted gray 
And laden—as with gold. 

How dear the treasure who can say?— 
My boy is in the hold. 

Three thousand men in khaki-brown 
Are jammed within that ship; 

If she goes down, three thousand drown: 
It is no pleasure-trip. 


The days are long, the nights are long; 
When will my ship come back?— 

And will she be three thousand strong, 
Or will a thousand lack? . . . 


An empty ship?—No ship at all?- 
Those fears again begin.— 
“Goodbye! Cheer up!” I hear him call, 
My boy—my khaki-man— 
And then, I guess, I plan and plan 
For when my ship comes in. 


Rather Difficult 

“So they are going to serve smaller 
portions at the Hotel de Soake?” 

“T don’t know, but they’re going to 
try.” 

Principal Masqueraders 

New boarder—Does the landlady prac- 
tise camouflage? 

Old boarder—Y es, but with little success. 
For instance, what she refers to as 
“butter” and “coffee” doesn’t fool any 
of us old-timers. 


No Trick 

Mr. Saphead—I’m afraid I have made 
an awful fool of myself. 

Miss Kutting—That’s nothing to brag 
about. You had ideal material to work 
with. 

A War Bird 

“This chicken seems to be all dark 
meat.” 

“Yep, we’re conserving food at our 
house. Little thrown away; you know. 
Weraised that chicken on coffee grounds.” 


An Epitaph 
ERE lies a slacker, Archie Mutt, 
Whose virtues all were faults; 
He never smelt gunpowder but 
He died of smelling salts. 


He Remembered 

The wise one—Of course you have read 
“Pilgrim’s Progress.” Remember the 
place where Pilgrim got stuck in the 
Slough of Despond? 

The motorist—Oh, yes—-and his engine 
went dead right in the middle and he had 
to pay a farmer ten dollars to pull him out. 


A Leaning That Way 
Mrs. Spratt—Is she musically in- 
clined? 


Mrs. Catt—Well, she seems to have a 


' leaning toward the pianist! 








ST MEY lh MRRP ONL 


ay ie 
' For Your 4 


| Amusement 


_.#% F } 





b 








be Tr mn tr tr tint 
WEST 


REPUBLIC yrits Wea. 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


(Mage IEP PR 


ee 


Z 
a 
= 0 


412 ST. NIGHTS 8:20 
& Sat. at 2:20 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 


and BATH 


A fresh, flippant, farcical frolic 
By C. W. Bell and Mark Swan. 








W. 42nd St. Evenings at 8.30 
Matinees Wednesday and 
Saturday at 2.30 


ELTINGE 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


Business Before Pleasure 


with BARNEY BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 


By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 

















The Procession 
By J ANI 
OREVERMORE it stumbles by, 
All pale of cheek and tragic. 
The throbbing throat, the eager eye 
In search of lover’s magic 


Burr 


If each poor soul would glance behind 
Instead of straining yonder, 

Within some tear-lit eye he’d find 
Sweet love and sacred wonder; 


But “Ah,” Love, “how dull a 
game 

The one who loves mi 

I want that yonder maid to tame 


Who loves him who forgot her!” 


quot h 


?—not her! 


I turned and saw your face, 

you did adore 

And quite to Cupid’s sad disgrace, 
I looked no more before me! 


One day 


Sweetheart, me, 


Suggested Source of Revenue 


Knicker—Jones always says “I told 
you so.” 
' Bocker—He should Day an excess 
prophet tax. wae 
Genius 
“What's Sam doing now?” ® 


rich fast 
pictures.” 


getting 
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“Oh, he’s 


spicy titles dull motion 
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Kasy Paymen 6 


\or any watch you want 
Send for Big 


and 30 days Free Trial. 







112 pages wonderful values, diamonds, 
watches, rings, jewelry, up-to-dato de- 
signs. Baythe WereWay,you will never 


DEALS SQUARE ALFRED WARE CO. Deot. 856 &1-Louls, Mo. 
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| Broadway and Thereabouts 


An Intimate Revue of 
the New York rhea atres 


TRatinania tibia ii haat Abeta tim Hil 


ALA PALANAN 
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Bittetep—F ulton. Margaret Anglin dem- 
onstrates that a heroine abandoned 
by her husband is not necessarily an 
abandoned woman. 

Burnp Youtu—39th Street. Wherein Lou 

Tellegen broods and burbles irresistibly. 

Business Berore Pieasure—Eltinge. 
Our old friends Potash & Perlmutter 
form one of those moving picture com- 
panies that elevate Art and Morality. 

Cueer Up—Hippodrome. Gigantically 
jocund. 

Cuu Cuin Coow—Century. A sumptu- 
ous Oriental spectacle, with bazaars, 
slave markets, sinuous dancers, and all 
the witchery of that enchanted Fast 
which lies beyond Brooklyn. 

Conan Revue—New Amsterdam. Broad- 
way successes amiably mauled by Mr. 
Cohan. 

Eves or Youtua—Maxine Elliott. <A 
mysterious Yogi reveals to Marjorie 
Rambeau an opportunity to act several 
brilliantly contrasted réles. 

Fio-FLto—Cort. Studies in interior deco- 
ration along feminine lines. 





Fottow THE Giri—44th Street. The 
avocation of the Tired Business Man. 
FrencH ReEpERTORY—/ ieux Colombier. 


Fine acting and rapid French. 

GENERAL Post—Gaety. Tom Wise, as 
an easy-going English squire, is shocked 
to find his tailor made a general. 

Gipsy Trait, THoe—P/ymouth. In the 
supreme test the Romany patteran 
proves less alluring than the rustle of 

skirt. 

Goinc Up—Liberty. An author who in- 
dulged in rash flights of fancy is forced 
to take a fancy flight. 

Happiness—Criterion. Laurette Taylor, 
as the slavey in a millinery establish- 
ment, bags the well-known Blue Bird 
in Flatbush. 

[npestRucTIBLE Wire, THe—//udson. 
The farcical acme of exuberance. 

Jack O’LANTERN—Globe. Fred Stone 
indulges in assorted lilts and contor- 
tions of joy. 

Josepuine—K nickerbocker. Following the 
popular fad, Arnold Daly knits his 
brows as Napoleon, while Virginia 
Harned ivories hers. 


KAREN—Greenwich Village Theater. Swe- 
dish sidelights on sex. 
Kinc, Tue—Geo. M. Cohan. Leo Dit- 


trichstein as the adorably wicked 
tyrant of Moldavia. 

LittLe TEACHER, THE—Playhouse. Mary 
Ryan reclaims a big, bashful bum. 


Lomparpbi, Lrp.—Morosco Amorous 


and financial vicissitudes of a _ he- 
dressmaker. 

Love Mitt, Toe—4&th Street. An in- 
stitution apparently not affected by 


the Coal Order. 





JUDGE 


Free is 323: 


Send nomoney. Just ask us to send you either of these won- 
derful, dazzling, ‘enue Tifnite gem rings to wear for ten days, 
See how beautiful it is. See how it stands all diamond tests, 
Write now while this offer lasts. 





Say which one you want. 





No. 1 — Gentlemen's 
teed genuine Tifnite te gems rina in 
solid gos ps prong sate 
mountin. 
Tifnite Gems contain ~y 8 
will scratch glass,won't file. 


carat Tifnite gem. 
Sparkles like a genuine diamond. 
An amazing . Send no money. 

















In ordering send strip of paper fitting around second joint of 
finger. Yes, send for either of these beautiful rings. If satisfied 
upon arrival, pay only $3.50 —then $3.00 monthly until our low 
price of $12.50 for either ring is paid. 
within ten day sand we willrefund any payment made. This offer 
is limited. Send while it holds good. Send no money. Address 


The Tifnite Gem Co., Dept. 313, Ran? McNally Bide., Chicago 


Otherwise return the ring 




















MADONNA OF THE FutTuRE, THE—Broaa- 


hurst. Sardonic epigrams about sex. 
Marionettes—Norworth. (Special mati- 
nees only.) Tony Sarg’s troupe of 
unusually brainy actors. 
Maytime—Shubert. A pretty romance 
with music, which, after three acts of 
rare charm, falls on its neck in 


banality. 


Mipnicut Roor—New Amsterdam Roof. 
Giving the day a sprint finish. 
Opps ano Enps—wNorworth. A _ pack of 


comedians, shuffled from time 


Jack Norworth. 


girls and 
to time by 


Ou, Borv—Casino. Now a historic land- 
mark. 

Ou, Lavy, Lapy—Princess. Recently 
hatched, but already flying high. 

Ou, Loox—Vanderbilt. Just what we 
needed: another musical show. 

Partor, BeEpRoom anp Batu—Republic. 


A tame husband wakes up. 
Seven Days’ Leave—Park. Rip-snorting 

melodrama. 
SEVENTEEN—Booth. William 


Sylvanus 


Baxter, Jane, Genesis, and the Baby- 
Talk Lady will positively appear in 
person. 

Success—Harris. A great tragedian 
visits the bow-wows, but returns 


safely. 

Tartor-Mape Man, A—Cohan & Harris. 
The alchemy of a dress suit. 

Ticer Rose—L The Great North 
West edited by the Great Belasco. 


yoeum. 


Wuy Marry?—Astor. Nat Goodwin 
and other stars decide to give matri- 
mony a reprieve, subject to good 


behavior. 


Yes or No study of 


Longacre. <A 


tempted wives; one an idle rich woman, 
the other an overworked poor woman. 
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ewe Mil ene 


‘WAS IT WORTH THE PRICE? 


Affrighted Nature recoils, Reason 
totters on its throne, Morality shrinks 
aghast! Was it worth all that this 
man and woman paid as the awful 
price of outraged honor and violated 
trust? Let all who would tread the 
primrose path first read and ponder. 
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Is history after all, as reflected in the 
lives of those who have helped make 
it—as Voltaire cynically observes— 
little else than a picture of human 
crimes, follies and misfortunes? 


He called her “ Enchanting Queen,” 
“Witch,” “Great Fairy,” “Serpent of 


Tika Alt i Ml til 












Old Nile,” “Thou Potent Charm.” 


She dazzled his faculties, bewildered 
his judgment, bewitched his fancy 
with her gypsy sorcery and Oriental 
voluptuousness. 


- 


We read it all with a kind of fascina- 
tion against which our moral sense 
rebels, but from which there is no es- 
cape—but this is only one of the many 
marvelous and true stories told in the 


rar | , ee F 
16 volumes of the Jmmortal Edition of | 5a Ritvty Thomron-——_ | 


FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 














No other set of books ever written shows so convincingly that Fiction ever lags after Truth, that the wildest imaginings of the romancer after all fall far 

| the real facts of History. The romantic facts that the authors have brought out in strong relief in this series, giving the lives of the world’s most =& 
nous characters, demonstrate how unfruitful is invention, and how cold and ao is imagination, in contrast with what life itself can show in those ever © 
nging circumstances that make of every fully lived life a romance. The its and depths, the lights and shadows, in the lives of historical characters 

1 of being creatures of circumstances, have moulded circumstances to their will, are full of valuable lessons, aside from affording that variety of 

nter which is ever the mother of enjoyment. 


4800 Pages—Large, Clear Type —Extra Heavy Paper—Rich Cloth Binding 
16 Volumes—Each Volume 8 x 5\4 Inches 
48 Full-Page Illustrations in Sepia 





Remarkable Characters All 
JULIUS CAESAR 


Ruler, statesman, warrior, jurist, writer, orator 
wit—most versatile of men; no career is so worthy 
- careful study, or will be found of more intense 
id fasci-.ating interest 

QUEEN ELIZABETH 
The woman who made England “ Mistress of the 
Seas,"" and in so doing saved the world from a 
Prussian military autocracy 

ALFRED THE GREAT 
One of the noblest names in all history, whose 
figure looms through the mist of ten centuries at 
the very beginning of the world-encircling history 
of the Anglo-Saxon race 

HENRY Iv 
No romance is so wild as the veritable history of his 
por s, the pe ~ha of the terrible religious wars of the 

ith Centu 

ALEXANDER THE —— 
Second only to ¢ sar as a colossal genius; one of 
the world’s soodial s 

CLEOPATRA 
A royal Vampire; cursed with a beauty that was 
the — of herself and all with whom she came 
in contz 























PETER THE ‘GREAT 
Greatest of the Czars; the type of man most 
needed in Russia to-day 
MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS 
4 romantic figure whose AFFAIRES d’AMOUR 
kept her subjects and half the courts of Europe in ys - = a : 
hot water e . a iain =] 
patsy WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR s 
A Founder of the British Empire; the man who Only $1.00 Now, With the Coupon 
CRYING NEED IN EVERY HOME made a dream come true But the price named in the coupon must be advanced if the & 
NERO immediate response to this Introductory offer does n t_ promise : 
In thi is age of sophis ts, economis ts, calculators, and gross A royal de penerate a startling illustration of the 4 quick sale of the entire edition so as to bring the se ing cost =& 
materialists, we need—from the humblest to the highes i MARIE ANTOINETTE on character vithin the amount originally set aside for that purpose 
loser touch with that high purpose that makes heroes th vat Beautiful victim of the French Revolution; one MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED z 
Ind ht grace of life. nurse of manly sentiment and hero = re seen charming and misunderstood figures wv’ MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY Z 
enter e, that chastity of honor which felt a stain like a EPHINE 
ee. eee hine — ‘oof Napoleon's ascent to fame ant | BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 
vou ill those lofty traits of character that shine most 1e inspiration ipoleon’s ascent ame an 
ine ntl nnals of the Anelo-S: > } - power; discz ded lan idivorced when fortune smiled 1116 Brunswick Building, New ‘York ae, 
z 1 the annats of the Anglo-Saxon race, as shown IN CyRUS THE GR | Enclosed is $1.00, first payment on the 16 volume, Cloth, 
2 101 vy of these volumes Whose story A like a tale from the Arabian Gold Top set of FAMOUS CHARAC TERS OF HISTORY 
3 Example is the great school of Mankind. He will learn the HANNIBAL | t to be shipped charges prepaid. I agree to remit the full Intr 
= way of salvation in no other. These torie show that all men The great Carthaginian general; the implacable ductory price, $13.00, at the rate of $1.00 (or more) per mon th 
| and LaeCES er i h as : foe of Rome following receipt of bor ks. Otherwise, I will, within five day E 
= and Women are ruined on the si vf their natura propen si DARIUS THE GREAT ; \ | instructions for their return at your expense, my $1.00 & 
ties, and how the lusts of the flesh ad the greedy craving for The Persian monarch of Old Testament fame; the to ee refunded on their receipt. = 
= Power, titles and gold have wrecked many a brilliant career yer yes modern of the ancients. Name gibi Addr & 
3 when the objects of its ambition seemed just within its grasp Mightiest of the Eastern despots. Occupation : State = 
¥, | J-2-23-18 g 
arr: ATOR, i AMY y 1 ORM TM 


























JUDGE 
| | —~— A Disquieting Prospect 
-_ ote nsonu—S | 
By Epwarp A. BARNEY NA 
73rd St.—Broadway—74th St., DIFFIDENT young man con- ee 
NEW YORK CITY A templating negotiations with a 
SUBWAY EXPRESS STATION boarding mistress who had no 
MAGNIFICENT FIREPROOF HOTEL, CON- |]/| reputation at all for cloying the appetites H 
VERY CENTRE Be TGwN. CONVENIENT TO of her guests, entered the back parlor at eave 
ALL SHOPS AND THEATRES. the moment the lady he sought was tele- 
Rooms and Bath phoning the recipe for her favorite cake H. ] 
’ to a friend. Hat in hand, the caller stood Oo: 
$2.50 per day listening with growing dismay until the 
For 2 Persons, — of the magnetar ry - — Kidd’s 
“Four eggs, one pound of flour, half a putea 
$4.00 per day pound of pa half a pint of milk, a James Montgomery Flagg Everybody 
Canadian Money Is Accepted at pinch of salt and a piece of butter the size e loves 
This Hotel Without Discount. of an egg. Well, young man, what can | the sailor 
Kl GEORGE W. SWEENEY, do for you?” 
Late of Lafayette Hotel, Buffalo, N. Y. After wild but pore groping for some 
ee ee Sey OS Us graceful method of retreat, the applicant . 
gulped away manfully until he was finally Here are five 














able to make reply with a passable degree pictures for 


After ali— | of dignity, 


‘anihe attiten catia 00 attains ent | W ell—er—I called to inquire about 
comforting these trying days and nights | board, but if that was a grocery order | 


GS 6 Eines oF just heard, I think I’d better be looking . 
somewhere else.” Telling It to the full of snap 


Marines d 
Tips Gen Been and tang asa 


everybody for 
they’re all as 





BAD toupee often spoils a good sea-breeze. 
shine. 

The bachelor of today may be entirely 
engrossed with the subject of “dressed 
NON-INTOXICATING chicken” and yet not have any interest 

whatever in poultry. 
It is no particular indication of chivalry 
when a man gives up a whole seat to a 
homely woman who has over-indulged 
NO GOVERNMENT 


LICENSE REQUIRED in perfumery. 


Up- o-Dete Grocers, Druggists and Dealers. 





They are full- 
color prints 





9x12,onheavy 





mats ready for 
the frame and 

















Cc. H. EVANS & SON Estab. 1786 HUDSON, N. Y. 
A Present fromHer the y sell at 
Sailor Friend “ 
The Industrious Hewgag James Montgomery Flagg $-25 apiece— 
By Tennyson J. Darr the five for 


HE hewgag, toiling at his task, 
Doth whistle all the day, 
Hewing out his joyous gags, 
While chips fall where they may. “The mission of this paper is to preach the 
gospel of happiness” 














Easy Money 
“ r as : >»? Copyright, 1918, by Leslie-Judge Company. 
How did he make his fortune! Entered at the Post-office at N 











ew York as 
“He secured contracts for printing the | : second-class mail matter. 
. . | Cable address “Judgark.” Telephone 6632 Madison Square. ; 
stock certificates of all the new oil cor- | Published weekly by Leslie-Judge Company MA 
orations ” Brunswick et 225 Fifth Avenue, New York SF 
P i Washington Representative 
Wyatt Building, Washington, D. C. " 
Conservation John A. Sleicher, President Reuben P. Sleicher, Sec’y. 
2 . Perriton Maxwell, board A Jill for Jack 
She -You call me the apple of your \. E. Rollauer, Treasurer J. .A. Waldron, Literary Editor. J d Art 
: . Grant E. Hamilton, Lawton Mackall, James Montgomery Flagg u ge 
eye, but you don’t marry me. Rot Wilemsben. ppb ney 
. N eare wh « - , = 3 _ 7 
He—Swell chance I'd have if Hoover SUBSCRIPTION RATES Print 
caught me hoarding an apple. Que yout, 88 n@mbem< «2 + + +--+ ss 85.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - - - - ----2.50 
Thirteen weeks- - - - - - ----- - 1.25 








Dept. 


225 Fifth 
Avenue 


DON’T RED TO MOTHS a r~ ng advance or by draft on New York, or bs express or 
S__- 


Get a Piedmont Red Cedar The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both 

Chest end commences esn- the United States, and Great Britain. 

serving. . If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishers 

A Piedmont Red Cedar will be under obligations if that fact be promptly reported on 

pong A. 4 ~~~ y i ’ postal card or by letter. 

ca Gate alee, Gee BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 1917, 
10 cents; 1916, 20 cents, etc. 


and damp. q , . . . 
Pays for itself in what it Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mex- 











saves. Lasts for genera- ico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; to 
tions. An ideal wedd ng all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. New York 
or birthday gift. We seil mt Cc 
direct to you from our fac- WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE : it 
tory, paving freight and allowing you 15 dav« free trial. You P tte iin . 2 rad eae " — . BI 
can choose roms oo styles show a in our big 64 page illus Marque tte Building = = ~ - Chicago, Ilinois War Babies y 
trated catdlog—post paid free to you NEW ENGLAND ADVERTISING OFFICE will Rannells 
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co. 7 Direct — Tremont Building ° ° ° - - Boston, Mass 
t t ° ° : . - 4 
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™ Soldier Stuff 
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7 Miserable Corns- 
By Geo. Mi. Walon, Sant Liege Co. D Ho t nd he : 
Amer. Force, New York City \ J { mM 
; Top—Well? What’s the growl now? O € 
te Priv—Who censors the mail? ; 
- Top—Lieut. Yanut. What’s the kick? Touchy corns make thou- __No corn can resist Blue- 
Priv.—Ya'd kick too, Top, if you and the sands suffer—on pleasure jay. Yet this way is most 
or Loot wrote to the same girl. trips—in business—at gentle. 
- sesasilvthenghcncmie The chemist of a con- 
Said the mess orderly at the headquarters : Until they once try Blue- cern known the world over 
officers’ mess, “Say, cook, this plate of beans jay. Then they are corn- for its surgical dressings 
is O. K.” free forever. discovered Blue-jay. He 
a see: ke i a Gaal h . studied corns for 25 
Howzat: asked the cook, testing the Painful corns are utterly years. 
cocoa s warmth with his thumb. - needless. Science has So with Science’s way at 
“Because it was just passed by the censor! brought relief. The medi- your command, no touchy 
(N. B.—Pity the poor Gas Aftack editors. cated spot of wax on a corn need ever bother you 
- They get jokes like this every day. If they Blue-jay Plaster again. 
don’t run them, the author, who is usually a stops pain in- , 
S ° = 
six-foot-two top sergeant, comes around and stantly. a ae pin 
y wants to know why.)—Wadsworth Gas Attack. Then in 48 hours where at drug 
r af the corn painlessly storee for 25 cents 
i Dear Editor: comes out. per package. 
I am troubled. At night when +1 s sound I Harsh li- * Buy a pack- 
SDE (icenketonartemar seas tienion guidsere DUC =JaAY rm 
. slumber. Oh, what shall 4 do? —— End your 
“.eepy BRAINS ee For Corns me eee 
r i sia Paring may and never 
Sleepy Brains: bring infec- Stops Pain Instantly tet one val 
It is very simple. Tonight just before taps tion. Ends Corns Completely again. 
go to the supply tent and get the largest ham- Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters 
mer you can find. Give it to the corporal in : 4 
dihege of your squad. Lay down on your cot BAUER & BLACK, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc., Chicago and New York 
comfortably and prepare for a long, long sleep. 
If the corporal is strong enough and the ham- 
mer is harder than your head you will sleep 
soundly for many hours. Messy Eprror. 
—Sheridan Reveille. How Sweet Had Ordered It 
Since coming to the sunny south After muster—Say, Cook Gorman, did you 
: ees We’ve had so much molasses get mustered yet? 
, t ~—~Five Minutes from Anywhere~~, We all are getting quite stuck up Cook Gorman—Sure I ordered the darn 
And feel like silly asses. stuff but it didn’t come yet. 
| | C | d —Sheridan Reveille. 
ote 0 onna e Too Late The Bomb Thrower 
Chestnut at 15th Street Raw National Army recruit (Italian parent- tie oe — pot -o, 
7 . al ! T > came to ear rig Ov ; 
Philadelphia, Pa. age)—Hak! Who dere? And when that little bomb it fell 
One f Broad Street Stati F Soldier (after taps) Friend. A dozen Fritzies went to H : 
Soe ee Se Sam oe si Same recruit—No friend. Too late.—Wads- —Sheiden Reveille. 


squares from Reading Terminal, in the | 
heart of the Theatre and Shopping Districts. 


Rooms $1.50 Up. With Bath, $2.00 Up | That Makes It Unanimous Some fellows are awful reckless with their 


money. After paying their insurance, allot- 


worth Gas Attack. 

















Th oes the call for reveille,— 
Three Restaurants Two Dance: Floors $ I oo. s hear it summon me; ment, Liberty bond and the barber they'll go 
Wire Reservations at Our Expense | I love to get up in the morning, too, out and squander the remaining $1.80. Easy 
I do, I do—like H IDo! —A. F. S. come, easy go.—Trench and Camp. 
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The Two Best Pals 


a boy ever has are a faithful dog and an Old 
Town, the Master Canoe. Towns are 
sturdy, buoyant and quickly responsive to each 
stroke. They will take you where the hunt- 
ing and fishing are best. Write for Catalog. 


OLD TOWN 
CANOE CO. 

















Wall Nuts 


By JAMES 
MONTGOMERY FLAGG 





This clever picture. 
in full colors, 
11X14, mounted on 
a heavy mat, ready 
for the frame, sent 
prepaid for twenty 
hive cents. 


Judge Art Print 
Department L 
225 FIFTH AVE. 
NEW YORK CITY 


























Discord in a Minor Flat 


By Harry H. Craicu 


S CTEAMPIPES of Pan disturb my rest— 
rhe cellar Vulcan’s morning jest; 

Above my head a rigadoon 

Is hammered to a fiendish tune, 

Che milkman’s shrill crescendo swells 

With tintinnabulating bells, 

And Tony’s voice, in nasal key 

Completes the dread cacophany. 

But at my side, as oft before. 

The obligato of a snore  - 

Defies the clamor of the morn; 

I face the music all forlorn, 

And while the panes with frost are rimed 

(No breakfast bell has sweetly chimed) 

All out of tune, I seize my hat, 

And, allegretto, leave the flat. 


So Common 
*‘Aren’t you doing Red Cross work any 
more?’ 


“No, my 


mon!” 


dear. It got be so com- 


Can't Be Done 
“Will you give a poor man a dime to 
get something to eat?’ 


lj Now I know 


you're lying!” 








‘A dime! 
NEW HOTEL BINGHAM, .. 





In the £ Large, well lighted and com- 
fortable " Ho " i id running water in every room. 
Only hot« ne direc ibway connection with all rail 
ad ation 1 ferries. Roof garden. Club bre akfa t 
Special luncheon Rooms without bath, $1.50; with bath, 
59.40 per Cay end up. FRANK KIMBLE, Manager. 





WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


Protect your ideas, they may bring 
low to 
nengown & Co., | 


simple thing to patent? 


you wealth Write for “‘Needed Inventions” and * 


Get Your Patent and Your Money.” 
Patent Attorneys, 


Dept. 129, Washington, D. 


The Home-Makers 


By Gorton VEEDER CARRUTH 


\ Y whole week long is full of song 
4 So light a heart I carry 
For Saturday I draw my pay 

And go to shop with Mary. 
Sedately but greatly 

Delightéd with our daring 
We shop about to furnish out 

The home we'll soon be sharing. 


Oh! Mary’s eyes are bargain wise— 
I vow no other shopper 

Can half attain her skill to gain 
The value of a copper. 

I wonder and blunder 
A happy dunce before her 

But she’s so kind that I don’t mind 
And all the clerks adore her. 


Ah, we could shop and never stop 
For we enjoy it wholly 
And never fret because we get 
Our goods together slowly. 
For hurry is worry 
(nd that would spoil our pleasure 
So piece by piece our goods increase— 
The rarest kind of treasure. 


The loving care and joy we share 
Will be our home’s foundation, 
And sure are we our home will be 
The finest in the nation. 
So scheming and dreaming 
From store to store we wander, 
And shopping brings the best of things— 
A love that still grows fonder. 


A Preparedness Course 

They were questioning the suburbanite 
home from the trenches. “And weren’t 
you terrified that night among the barbed 
wire entanglements?” 

“No,” he replied. “I have come home 
late when the wife has left the croquet 
set out on the lawn.” 


Admonishing Him 

“Paw, what’s the gloaming?” asked 
one of the several small sons of Mr. Gap 
Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. 

“Say, looky yur, Blister severely 
said his sire. “Talk English if you’re 
going to talk a-tall. The gloaming is 
what foreigners call the shank of the 
evening.” 


One Definition 
““What is an intellectual?” 
“A ‘literary critic who has failed as an 
author.” 





For Those Going Abroad 
” poy a lapse of several months, we 
h 


have reestablished the sale of JUDGE 
in London and Paris. Copies will be on 
sale in London at the Atlas Publishing Co., 
21 Bride Lane, and English news-dealers 
may order through them. In Paris, copies 
will be found on sale at Messageries 
Hachette & Cie, rue Paul Lelong, and all 
news-dealers in France may order their 
supply of JupGE through thts well-known 
agency. 











a> Leslie-Judge 
Representatives WANTED 


In Small Towns and Country Districts 


Ww want you to help us introduce to the firesides 
of country homes, The Happy Medium, JUDGE, 
and the magazine of the happy side of the movies, 
FILM FUN, and America’s Only Illustrated News- 
paper, LESLIE’S WEEKLY. 


Young men and young wo men (17 to 21) preferred 

No experience necessary. fe teach and help you 
secure subscriptions for three and six mon 1ths and a year 
No Single Copy Sale. 

Use your spare time evenings, holidays, etc., and earn 
from $5 to $25 a week, or put in all of your time during 
the winter and earn double this amount. 

Give po pulation 
you think 


Answer quickly so you can start now. 
and description of town, township or territory 
you can cover. 
SUB-AGENCYf DEPARTMENT 
LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 

















All Off 











She—You said that I should be your 
queen, and at my slightest whim you'd 
go out and murder people. 

He—You’ll have to cut the queen stuff, 
Millicent. I have been reading President 
Wilson’s  proclamations—and I’m_ for 
making even the world of matrimony safe 
for democracy. 


Conflicting Engagements 
She—How can your wife persuade the 
exemption board that she is a dependent? 
He—Wait till she. gets done picketing 
and she'll show you. 


He Didn’t Know 

“She believes in the doctrine of non- 
resistance, doesn’t she?” 

“TI don’t know. Haven’t called on her 
yet.” 

Fact 

It not infrequently happens that the 
sick man who has a pretty nurse doesn’t 
fully realize his condition till it is too late. 











Five c 


Rich Cuban Chensé 


French's superb Cuban Special. Filler of Havana leaves too short 
to use in the manufacture of our Ju an de — a d of clear 
Havana cigars. Both filler and wrapper are t “ul grown tobacco 

thoroughly seasoned leaf. Rich, mild and e sapulante tropic 
flavor. Five cigars in Spanish Cedar Box by parcel post prepaid direct t 
you for only 2Sc, silver or stamps. Limited introductory offer. Send today 


FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. W, Statesville, N. C 
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With the College Wits | 





Lost in Transmission—“ Bernice is an aw- 
ful prude!” 

“News to me! Tell me why.” 

“Refused to ride with me when I told her the 
car’s gears were stripped.” —Chaparral. 
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Another Argument for Military Training 

Enthusiastic prof —And is it true, Lieutenant, 
that the harder you pull the trigger the farther 
the bullet will go?—W idow. 


Dans la Salle de Bain—TZom—Gee, I'll 
have to take a lot of baths this week. 

Al—Zasso? 

Tom—Yep. Soap’s too big to fit in the box.— 
Gargoyle. 


Confound Her!—Nellora—Why did you 
give up John? 

Esther—I_ couldn’t 
crooked nose. 

Nellora—How did his nose become crooked? 

Esther—Oh, he broke it when I pulled a chair 
out from under him.—Gargoyle. 


marry anyone with a 


You’re Blamed Right—The grouch—Why 
do all men speak of women who are the least bit 
good looking as “‘blamed pretty women?” 

The sardonic simp—Easy. If they’re pretty, 
they’re sure to be blamed.—Gargoyle. 
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Your Prospective Customers 


are listed in our Catalog of 99% guaranteed 
Mailing Lists, It also contains vital sug- 
gestions how to advertise and sell profitably 
by mail, Counts and prices given on 6000 
different national Lists, covering all classes; 
for instance, Farmers, Noodle Mfrs., Hard- 
ware Dirs., Zinc Mines, etc. This value 
able Reference Book free. Write for it. 


Strengthen Your Advertising Literature 
Our Advertising Counsel and Sales Promotion 
Service will improve both your plan and 
copy, thus insuring maximum profits, 
Submit your literature for preliminary 
analysis and quotation—no obligation, 


Ross-Gould 
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Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
and Egyptian Cigarettes in the World 


























Playing Safe—Pain—Can you fix my tooth 
without hurting? 

The dentist—Yes, I'll give you gas and you 
won’t feel a thing. But, you needn’t pay me 
now, wait until I’m through. 

Pain—I wasn’t going to pay you. I was 
counting my money to see how much I had on 
me.—Orange Peel. 




















In France 


Sympathetic Hun—Now, Kinder, ask Gott to 
look after your mother and father. 

Petit Pierre—Ask Him yourself, you 
stiff; I can’t speak German!—Lampoon. 


big 


A Delicate Subject—‘‘Ever ride on one 
of these here one-rail affairs?” 

“Y-yes, but it took three men to do it.”— 
Gargoyle. 


PAPE 


A Dictionary of Military Pronunciation 
—By observing the methods of pronouncing com- 
mands laid down here, one may readily become 
almost as unintelligible as the most military gradu- 
ates of Plattsburg. Experience in the New York 
subway is invaluable. 

Command 
Squads right 
ee ee 
Right front into line 

Glighthjk] qwzsxyzz ogvhgkl!!—ungk! 
Left turn....... . ae. +e.~ Gweldj!—burnph! 
On right into line. ..Punsk ri injonk wine! 


Pronounced 
.Squaw—grighk!! 
... Haw!—-weffigk!! 


Forward march....... grownkdw?—mbhurk!!! 
To the rear march...... To huh heuh—hark! 
Company halt.......... Klumfunny—squalt! 


—Purple Cow. 


Practically Useless—‘‘I’m going to a very 
secluded and inexpensive camp this summer. 
You don’t even need a bathing suit.” 

“Ts that so?” 

“Ves. There isn’t a stream within fifteen 
miles.” —Gargovyle. 


Pall—Is that friend Black of yours honest? 
Mall—Honest? Why, he wouldn’t even skin 


a banana.—Punch Bowl. 














PRESS CLIPPING 


ROMEIKE’ BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up-to- 
date."’ Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 











HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
R WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 

Branch Warehouses: 


30 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N.J- 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 














To Dispel Gloom Read 


Vanity Fair 


Now, more than ever, there is need for 
what the English call “the cheero spirit.” 
Need for keeping a stiff upper lip. Need 
for hiding a face, for a full measure 
of pluck, and for great good humor. 










Vanity Fair deals with the unusual aspects of the 


war; with its strange and curious phases, its brilliant 
flashes of genius, its indomitable art created between 
shell and shell, the music that rises from its trenches, 
the unquenchable humor of the men out in the mud, 
the outstanding figures of soldiers and statesmen 
at home. 


ROM the beginning, England has made it a nation- VANITY FAIR, of course, publishes serious arti- 

al point of honour to see the cheerful side of cles on serious phases of the war. It also treats 
the war, to the complete mystification of the \ as they deserve those incidents and accidents of 
tles of kultur and hymnsters of hate. Punch’s war-time life which call for humorous appreciation 
dling of the war is famous. Captain Bairnsfather’s or caustic comment. Punch has never jested about 
cartoons have made The Bystander a household Gallipoli— but it has ridiculed notoriety seek- 
word in the British Empire. They have been read ers, scorched slackers with satire, and made 
with delight in the trenches—and with horror in sympathetic fun of Tommy’s minor tribulations. 
Berlin! So, also, does Vanity Fair. 


Get the Cheero Spirit: 


Vanity Fair covers the war. But it also publishes—as always— 
news of eo ens and amusing in civil life. Not 
only should you have on your library table those publications 
which treat only the most serious aspects of the war in the most 
serious way. But with them, you should also have Vanity Fair, 
which echoes the songs of the Sammies, the skirl of the pipers, 
and does its bit to maintain the cheero spirit here at home. 


9 Issues of Vanity Fair for $2 


ten, if you mail the coupon now 


If you do not know Vanity Fair, or would 
oN ike to know it better, you may have the 
next nine issues for $2—and even ten, if 
> you mail the coupon now. 


You think nothing—in your poor deluded way—of 


Ya OK: oF .. ‘\ spending $2 for a single theatre ticket, or two faded 
% b>. %' 5 oN gardenias. Yet for that very $2 you may have ten 
oa % 7 %, a, + ON months of Vanity Fair, and with it more entertain- 
. a 6%, 2 ment than you would get from a winter of problem 
7 %& o% XN plays, or a five-foot shelf of novels. 
~*~" eat, GN 
erate, p 
%»7 © 
- “ eae vs Attention! Eyes left! Salute the coupon! Tear 
% % Os it off, fill it out, and let Vanity Fair keep you 
% NG Ko »% —for ten months—in step with the times. 
% oe \ 
'y % “a S 
4% OS ee 














JUDGE 


The Modern Woman 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


By Axna Capocan Erz 


One Reason Why Woman Makes Good 


EFORE the war Sister Foote supported 
B her five children by walking daily 
three miles into town where she pur- 
sued the strenuous art of scrubbing. But 
now she easily supports them in the town, 
She gets a man’s wages for handing out 
the tools to the men in the tool room of 
a big railway machine shop. 

From the pages of an Industrial Bureay 
Report on Women in Industry we glean 
the following facts: Women are dexterous, 
quick with the hand and eye and brain; 
learn more quickly than men and turn out 
better work; but they can’t be skilled 
mechanics; they fail in occupations requiring 
close contact with the public, and fail most 
completely in jobs involving control over 
men. 

Their failures are not due to the women 
but to the fact that the public doesn’t like 
to deal with women in places where it has 
been used to dealing with men. And above 
all men, the erstwhile lords of industry, are 
not submitting, if they know it, to the 
woman boss in industry. 

So the reason that Sister Foote’s industrial 
life is one of pleasantness and all her ways 
are ways of peace is that she is still inside 
the rim of woman’s sphere. She is not 
trying to boss men. The public is not 
irritated by the sight of her. She is not using 
men’s tools. She simply hands them out to 
men—a strictly feminine job. 

She is but doing all her working day for 
wages what every woman is doing off and 
on in the home for nothing. “Mary,” calls 
John from the top of the step ladder, 
“hand me the hammer, will you?” 


Woman s Gain No Man’s Loss 


E had no lustre in his eye, no vigor in 

his step. A policeman he was who 

apparently hadn’t energy enough left to 
arres: a stray cat. 

To his sick soul the victory of woman 
suffrage in New York struck the death knell 
to his career as a voting citizen. “Never, 
never,” said he, “will I enter a polling 
place again. If the women are going to run 
things, let them!” 

So women in New York State will not 
only have to screw their courage to the 
sticking point to enter unaccustomed places 
opened to them by their recently bestowed 
inheritance, but they will have to lure back 
to the polling places men who believe that 
for women to vote is for men to become the 
disinherited of the Earth. 


An Invitation 


the King of Abyssinia: 
We do not know your name, 
But when all the rest are fighting 
Why not get in the game? 
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ffPthe First Drop of Rain 


Obey that Impulse ~ 


Put on your 
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The Only Dependable Safequard 
Against Skidding. 


AMERICAN CHAIN COMPANY, INC. 
BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTICUT. ' 


In Canade- Dominion Chain Co, Ltd, Magara Falls, Ontario 


LARGEST CHAIN MANUFACTURERS IN THE WORLD 
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WAR SAVINGS STAMPS 
ISSUED BY THE 


UNITED STATES 
GOVERNMENT 











18 sa 1,1923 
i Dil equal be 


MONEY BACK WITH INTEREST ANY TIME 





Announcement 





During 1917 all previous records 
of the Company were surpassed both 
in business added and business con- 
tinued. 

The paid-for Life Insurance in 
Force is greater than ever before. 

The world situation has strongly 
emphasized the importance of thrift. 

With characteristic promptness 100 
per cent of the Prudential Home 
Office force enrolled in the Nation’s 
Thrift Army, and nearly 300 War- 
Savings Societies have been formed 
by our representatives from coast to 
coast. Thus a total of over 18,000 
Prudential workers are saving and 
investing in W.S.S. as well as 
carrying the Government message of 
Thrift to the holders of more than 
16,000,000 policies. 

We turn our faces to the future 
knowing that The Prudential will 
not only continue to guard the in- 
terests of its present policyholders as 
a sacred trust, but will extend its 
mission of protection more and more 
widely throughout the national com- 
munity. 


VarreeYrdiydee, 


President. 
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Home Office 






Incorporated under the laws of the State of New Jersey 


Insurance Company of America 


Newark, N. J. 
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